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CHAPTER I. 

A PICTURE IN LENT. FEET-WASHING ON GREEN 

THURSDAY. 

In the garden of one of the churches here, there is a Kreuz- 
Gang or Via Dolorosa, a number of small shrines or " Sta- 
tions" erected to commemorate the various sufferings of 
Christ on his way to the Cross. During Lent, prayers are 
read and chanted every Friday by the priests before these 
shrines to a considerable assembly of devotees. 

I visited this Kreuz-Gang the other Friday, but did not 
observe anything very remarkable in the ceremony. ' 

A few priests in robes of sky-blue and white, attended 
by a number of choristers, and with a veiled crucifix borne 
before them, were slowly progressing from station to station, 
praying and singing, whilst a crowd composed of all ranks, 
and principally of women, followed them, also singing and 
praying. 

I observed a number of heads looking down into the 
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church garden from the windows of the neighbouring 
houses. A knot of maid-servants at one of these windows 
seemed especially edified by observing the actions and 
bearing of one of the officiating priests. I wondered within 
myself whether he was the priest of whom I had once 
heard a strange and affecting history from Fraulein 
Sanchen. 

He was an extraordinary man, at all events — whether 
this sad history attached to him or not. He was singularly 
handsome, and knew it well enough. He marched along 
with the step of a soldier rather than with the step of a 
priest : and with his keen eagle's face gazing upon his 
missal, and the expression was full of a certain scorn ; the 
crisp locks of his black hair escaping from beneath his 
priest's cap fell upon his priest's robes in unusual luxuri- 
ance. He was no meek follower of Christ. The carnal, 
not the spiritual sword belonged to that hand, the epaulette 
to that shoulder, not purple and fine linen. The lines of 
the strong passionate face told of a proud nature hardened 
into a bitter scorn through a mistaken vocation ; it was a 
countenance about which to weave strange imaginary 
histories. 

I have just witnessed the ceremony of the Feet-washing, 
which has been announced for this month past as one of 
the great sights of the season. My good friend at the 
Ki i\gs Ministerium kept his word faithfully, and procured 
tickets for us. Accordingly, Myra Amsel and I have 
seen the whole ceremony. At nine o'clock Myra was with 
me, and, early as it was, Madame Thekla advised us to sjt 
off to the Palace, as people were always wild about places, 
and if we came late, spite of our tickets, we should see 
notliing. The good old soul also accompanied us, on the 
plea that, as she was big and strong, she could push a way 
for us through the crowd, and keep our places by main 
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force. She stood guard over us — the good creature ! — for 
two mortal hours, and when the door at length was opened 
by a grand lacquey, had the satisfaction of seeing us step 
through the very first. But before this happy moment 
arrived, we had to wait, as I said, two hours \ and leaving, 
therefore, the patient old lady as our representative before 
the little door which led into the gallery of the Hercules 
Hall, whither our tickets admitted us, and before wliich 
door no one but ourselves had yet presented themselves, 
Myra and I ranged along the white-washed galleries of the 
old portion of the Palace in which we were. Cannot you 
see these vistas of white-washed wall, with grim old por- 
traits of powdered ladies and gentlemen, in hoops, ruffles, 
gold lace, and ermine, and framed in black frames, inter- 
spersed amid heavy wreaths and arabesques of stucco ? — 
dazzlingly white walls, dazzlingly white arched ceilings, 
diminishing in long perspective ! Now we came upon a 
strange sort of little kitchen in the thick wall, where ar 
quaint copper kettle, standing on the now cold hearth, told 
of coffee made for some Royal servant some hours before ; 
now we were before the door of some Kamm< r-Junyfcr ; 
now in a gallery with the white- wash, but without the 
portraits, where opposite to every door stood a large white 
cupboard — a goodly row of them. 

And now below stairs, on passing through a doorway, you 
stood upon a low terrace; above your head a ceiling rich with 
ponderous wreaths of fruit and flowers, and other stucco 
ornaments which probably, once upon a time, had been gilt ; 
faded frescoes representing gods, goddesses, and Cupids, 
mingling with the other ornaments. From the wall pro- 
truded like a hideous and grotesque excrescence, a grotto- 
work summer-house, a perfect incrustation of pebbles and 
spars, and with an ugly Triton on either side the entrance 
bearing a brown marble shell before him. 
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By a few steps you could descend into a quiet little 
garden, shaded by the tall palace walls on the other three 
sides, and where grass grew rank and brightly green 
around green bronze statues, and around the basin of a 
fountain. Old-fashioned ladies and gentlemen scattered 
over the grass in Watteau-like groups, would have been 
greatly in character with the garden — the ladies with lap- 
dogs and with fans. A stately minuet ought properly to 
have been danced upon the terrace by a stately lady in a 
hooped petticoat of white and rose colour, and by a stately 
gentleman in blue, adorned with many knots of ribbon, 
and who was graced with very long legs, whilst the 
musician played his flute leaning against the pedestal of a 
Triton, with a soft and languid air. 

This old part of the Royal Palace of TVf unich is quite a 
little town. We discovered also a tiny chapel, now quite 
forgotten in the glory of Hess's frescoes and the beauty of 
the new Hof-Kapelle. To-day this old chapel was open, 
hung with black cloth, and illuminated with numberless 
waxen tapers, and the altar verdant with shrubs and plants 
placed upon the altar steps. There was, however, a re- 
markably mouldy, cold smell in the place; but I suppose 
the royal procession visited this old chapel as well as the 
new one, on its way to the Hercules Hall. This cortlge, 
with the King and his brother walking beneath a splendid 
canopy, and attended by priests and courtiers, went, I be- 
lieve, wandering about a considerable time, to the edifica- 
tion of the populace ; but of all this, excepting from hearsay, 
I cannot speak, having considered it as the wiser thing 
to return to Madame Thekla and our door, rather than 
await it. 

The Hercules Hall is rather small, and certainly more 
ugly than beautiful, with numbers of old-fashioned chande- 
liers hanging from the ceiling ; a gallery at each end, sup- 
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ported by marble pillars, with a row of tall windows on 
either side ; a dark, inlaid floor of some brown wood ; but 
with no sign whatever of Hercules to be seen. Suffice it 
to say, that having noticed all this at a glance, we observed, 
in the centre of the hall, a small altar covered with white 
linen, and bearing upon it golden candlesticks, a missal 
bound in crimson velvet, a veiled crucifix, and a golden 
ewer standing in a golden dish. On one side of the altar 
rose a tall reading-desk, draped with a sulphur-coloured 
cloth, upon which lay a large open book : a row of low, 
crimson stools stood along the hall, opposite the altar ; on 
the other side, across the windows, ran a white and very 
long ottoman, raised upon a high step covered with crimson 
cloth, and chairs of state were arranged at either end of the 
hall below the galleries. The arrival of people below 
was gradual, although our gallery and the gallery opposite 
had been crowded for hours. We at length had the plea- 
sure of seeing something commence. 

The door at the further end opened, and in streamed a 
crowd. Then tottered in ancient representatives of the 
twelve " Apostles," clothed in long violet robes, bound round 
the waist with white bands striped with red, and with violet 
caps on their heads : on they tottered, supported on either 
side by some poor relative, an old peasant- woman, a stal- 
wart man in a black velvet jacket and bright black boots 
reaching to the knee, or by a young, buxom girl in her 
holiday costume of bright apron and gay boddice. On they 
came, feeble, wrinkled, with white locks falling on their 
violet apparel, with palsied hands resting on the strong 
arms that supported them — the oldest being a hundred- 
and-one, the youngest eighty-seven years old ! My eyes 
swam with sudden tears. There was a deal of trouble in 
mounting them upon their long snowy throne ; that crimson 
step was a great mountain for their feeble feet and stiff 
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knees to climb. But at last they were all seated, their poor 
friends standing behind them. A man in black marshalled 
them like little school-children ; he saw that all sat properly, 
and then began pulling off a black shoe and stocking from 
the right foot of each. There, with drooped heads and 
folded withered hands, they sat meekly expectant. A 
group of twelve little girls, in lilac print frocks and silver 
swallow-tailed caps, headed by an old woman in similar 
lilac and silver costume, took its place to the right of the 
old men in a little knot ; they were twelve orphans who are 
clothed and educated by the Queen, and who receive a 
present on this day. 

The hall at the further end was by this time filled with 
bright uniforms — blue, scarlet, white, and green. In front 
were seen King Max and his brothers, also in their uni- 
forms ; numbers of ladies and children ; and choristers in 
white robes, who flitted, cloud-like, into a small raised seat, 
set apart for them in a dark corner behind the uniforms. 
A bevy of priests in gold, violet, blue, and black robes, 
with burning tapers and swinging censers, enter ; prostrate 
themselves before the King of Bavaria, and before the King 
of Hosts, as typified to them on the altar ; they chant, 
murmur, and prostrate themselves again and again. In- 
cense fills the hall with its warm, odorous breath. They 
present open books to the King and Princes. And now 
the King, ungirding his sword, which is received by an 
attendant gentleman, approaches the oldest " apostle ;" he 
receives the golden ewer, as it is handed from one brother 
to another ; he bends himself over the old foot ; he drops a 
few drops of water upon it ; he receives a snowy napkin 
from the Princes, and lays it daintily over the honoured 
foot ; he again bows over the second, and so on, through 
the whole twelve ; a priest, with a cloth bound round his 
loins, finishing the drying of the feet. A different scene 
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must that have been in Jerusalem, some eighteen hundred 
years ago ! 

And now the King, with a gracious smile, hangs round 
the patient neck of each old man a blue and white purse, 
containing a small sum of money. The priests retire ; the 
altar and reading-desk are removed. Six tables, covered 
with snowy cloths, upon each two napkins, two small metal 
drinking-cups, and two sets of knives, forks, and spoons, 
are carried in, and joined into one long table, placed before 
the crimson step. In the meantime the man in black has 
put on the twelve stockings and the twelve shoes, and, with 
much ado, has helped down the twelve " apostles," who 
now sit upon the step as a seat. Enter twelve footmen, in 
blue and white liveries, each bearing a tray, covered with 
a white cloth, upon which smoke six different meats, in 
white wooden bowls ; a green soup — remember it is green 
Thursday ; two baked fish ; two brown somethings ; a 
delicious-looking pudding ; bright green spinach, upon 
which repose a couple of tempting eggs, and a heap of 
stewed prunes. Each footman, with his tray, is followed 
by a fellow-footman, carrying a large bottle of golden-hued 
wine, and a huge, dark, rich-looking roll on silver waiters. 
The twelve footmen, with the trays, suddenly veer round, 
and stand in a long line opposite to the table, and each 
opposite to an "apostle;" the twelve trays held before 
them, with their seventy-two bowls, all forming a kind of 
pattern — soup, fishes, spinach ; soup, fishes, spinach ; pud- 
dings, prunes, brown meats; puddings, prunes, brown 
meats, — all down the room. Behind stand the other foot- 
men, with their twelve bottles of wine and their twelve 
rolls. I can assure you that, seen from the gallery above, 
the effect was considerably comic. 

A priest, attended by two court-pages, who carry tall, 
burning tapers, steps forth in front of the trays and foot- 
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men, and chants a blessing. The King and his brothers 
again approach the " apostles ;" the choristers burst forth 
into a glorious chant, till the whole hall is filled with 
melody, and the King receives the dishes from his brothers, 
and places them before the old men. Again I felt a thrill 
rush through me ; it is so graceful — though it be but a 
mere form, a mere shadow of the true sentiment of love — 
any gentle act of kindness from the strong to the weak, 
from the powerful to the very poor. As the King bowed 
himself before the feeble old man of a hundred, — though I 
knew it to be but a mere ceremony, — it was impossible not 
to recognise a poetical idea. 

It took a long time before the seventy and two meats 
were all placed upon the table, and then it took a very long 
time before the palsied old hands could convey the soup to 
the old lips ; some were too feeble, and were fed by the 
man in black. It was curious to notice the different ways 
in which the poor old fellows received the food from the 
King : some slightly bowed their heads; others sat stolidly; 
others seemed sunk in stupor. 

The Court soon retired, and twelve new baskets were 
brought by servants, into which the six bowls of untasted 
food were placed ; these, together with the napkin, knife, 
fork, spoon and mug, bottle of wine and bread, are carried 
away by the old men ; or, more properly speaking, are 
carried away for them by their attendant relatives. Many 
of the poor old fellows — I see by a printed paper which 
was distributed about, and which contains a list of their 
names and ages — come from great distances; they are 
chosen as being the oldest poor men in Bavaria. One only 
is out of Munich, and he is ninety-three. 

We went down into the hall to have a nearer view of the 
" apostles ;" but, so very decrepit did the greater number 
appear, on a close inspection, — their faces so sad and vacant ; 
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there was such a trembling eagerness after the food in the 
baskets, now hidden from their sight ; such a shouting into 
their deaf ears ; such a guiding of feeble steps and blinded, 
blear eyes, — that I wished we had avoided this painful part 
of the spectacle. 

Evening of Green Thursday. — Madame Thekla this 
afternoon, on her way, as she expressed it, "to pray a 
little," told me that there would be beautiful music in the 
Hof-Kapelle about four o'clock. And thither I went. 

Glorious music pealing through the lovely chapel ; now 
bursts of wild chanting, which hoarsely died away among 
the golden arches; now a voice, as of an angel gently 
pleading in soft, silvery tones ; tapers burning before the 
altar, on a large dark triangle of wood ; streams of warm 
sunshine falling down from the unseen windows, high up 
above the golden balconies, and resting, ere they fell to the 
marble floor, upon the fair curls of some little kneeling 
child, crowning its innocent head with celestial glory ; a 
blessed feeling of all the beauty without the walls of the 
chapel and of the city, of the resurrection of nature and 
hope throughout the world, in the bursting of buds, in the 
up-springing of weeds and flowers, and in the carolling of 
birds — such are my memories of the "Vesper" in the 
Hof-Kapelle on Green Thursday. 
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CHAPTER II. 



THE HOLY WEEK EASTER EVE. 



I have to-day lived in the churches from morning till 
evening. At nine o'clock this lovely, bright morning — 
having crossed- the picturesque old Schrannen Platz, where, 
spite of its being Good Friday, the corn-market was held 
as usual — I found myself in the old St. Peter's Church. 
Although in walking through the streets you saw no sign 
of a holiday, the shops being open as usual, and people 
going about in their ordinary clothes, yet within the church 
you saw that it was a day of holy significance. It was 
crowded to excess ; and with such a restless crowd passing 
in and out, that I soon had my veil torn from my bonnet, 
and felt truly thankful that no greater misfortune befel me. 
All that was to be seen for a long time was a crimson 
canopy, which rose conspicuous above the crowd of heads, 
and was placed below the altar steps. A large painting of 
" Christ's Agony in the Garden" had taken the place of 
the usual altar-piece. 

Soon the most plaintive music pealed through the church 
— a long, mournful wail, as of the lamenting disciples. 
Involuntarily I found myself filled with a strange sadness, 
and I had come to the church with a feeling of utter dis- 
gust towards the ceremony which I was about to witness — a 
representation of Christ borne to the sepulchre. To the 
strains of this solemn dirge a long procession wound its 
way round the church, descending from the altar, and 
passing beneath the cancpy. First went the choristers in 
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their white robes — tender children and grey-headed men, 
blending their voices in this wild chant ; then priests, and 
priests, and priests, two and two, in black and white robes ; 
— in their centre, and borne upon a bier, and covered with 
a white veil, an effigy of our Saviour. Ever and anon, 
instead of the bell calling the crowd to bow before the 
host which was borne aloft, you heard the dead, abrupt, 
wooden sound of clappers which certain priests carried in 
their hands. After the priests came a stream of citizens, 
men bearing burning tapers. Then — headed by the most 
wan, emaciated, stunted-looking priest, who walked with 
folded hands laid on one side, and downcast eyes, an embodi- 
ment, it seemed to me, of the most fearful vice of priestcraft 
— came on a long, long train of women, women of all ages 
and various degrees of station, from the small tradesman's 
wife to the lady in her lace bonnet and elegant gloves : all 
were in black ; all carried in one hand an open book, from 
which they read, and a rosary ; and in the other a burning 
taper. 

I could not but admire the progress of refinement, when 
I noticed the tapers carried by the women. To prevent the 
wax falling upon their black dresses, these tapers burned 
in long white sockets, which, unless minutely inspected, 
appeared to be wax. Every woman bore such a taper. 
And thus slowly proceeding round the church, the figure 
was laid in a sepulchre erected in a little chapel. To visit 
these sepulchres of the various churches is the great busi- 
ness of Munich on Good Friday. 

The arrangement of the sepulchres is pretty much the 
same in all the churches, especially in the old ones. The 
body is generally laid among flowers in a small cave beneath 
the altar ; sometimes the recess in the altar uncomfortably 
reminded me of an English fire-place in an unfinished 
house before the stove has been set. But generally arti- 
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ficial rocks surrounded the opening of the cave ; a small 
lamp was often suspended over the corpse, and a row of 
tiny lamps burned upon the ground in front, not unlike 
foot-lights ; only each burned behind a small globe filled 
with coloured liquid — crimson, green, blue, and yellow — 
considerably reminding you of the ornamental bottles in 
chemists' windows in England. The altar itself was trans- 
formed into a very mountain of plants and flowers — arums, 
roses, crown-imperials, myrtles, geraniums, and a dozen 
other plants, all blooming in pots, which were generally 
artfully concealed or artificially decorated. 

Lights were disposed everywhere on the altar ; at the 
mountain's summit, the golden rays surrounding the host 
glittered and sparkled in the light of these many tapers. 
Often lower down on the mountain you would see two 
angels praying, their robes, very fluttering, of pale pink 
and white drapery, their hair very yellow, and their cheeks 
very pinkj often ivy and creeping plants were made to 
festoon, and gracefully shadow the opening of the cave. 
The steps, too, approaching the altar and sepulchre, were 
a mass of flowers ; sometimes a steep wall of flowers and 
greenness rose abruptly up, and permitted you but a narrow 
glimpse of the interior of the cave. Tall orange-trees, in 
tubs, laurels, and cedars, stood in groups on either hand. 
To complete the general idea, you must imagine the rest 
of the church darkened, with daylight struggling through 
blinded windows, and through the doorways, as the heavy 
doors swung ever to and fro to admit the entrance and the 
departure of the restless crowd. Imagine, also, a dense 
multitude circulating through all these churches, and only 
stationary before the sepulchre ; and above, the shuffle of 
feet and the murmur of prayers or adoration, fitful, plain- 
tive strains of music, moaning through the gloom, and the 
sonorous voices of the priests chanting their solemn dirge. 
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Such, with slight variations, was the scene in the Mu- 
nich churches throughout this Good Friday. In the Ba- 
silica, the sepulchre was somewhat more tasteful. There 
a very spacious sepulchre was erected beneath the organ- 
loft, between two of those beautiful marble columns which 
are so great an ornament to this exquisite church. This, 
it must be remembered, was the first celebration of Good 
Friday in the new, beautiful Basilica. Towering shrubs 
rose against the marble columns, laurels, orange-trees, and 
myrtles : ferns, and moss, and palms shadowed the entrance 
ofThe ^em/drooping natJLy from the artificial rock; 
there was no altar, no praying angels, only heaps and heaps 
of the most lovely fresh flowers ; and far in the gloom of 
the cave reposed a figure of Christ ; but this time, without 
any attempt to deceive you into the idea of its being a real 
corpse by aid of colour. It was a pure statue ; and how 
much more did it affect the imagination, by merely suggest- 
ing the poetical idea of death ! This church, unlike all 
the others, was flooded with sunshine, which glowed on the 
gold and frescoes, and warmed the marble floor and 
CDlumns. 

Above the lofty, verdant cavern swelled the tones of the 
organ, mingling with the laments of the choir, fitfully and 
mournfully ; and the circle of Benedictine monks afar off at 
the opposite end of the church, seated behind the stripped 
altar, repeated the lament, as though heaven mourned and 
earth responded. I sat for a long time in the warm sun- 
shine before my favourite altar-piece, that beautiful Martyr- 
dom of the white, meek St. Stephen, where all was quiet, 
and one did not see the sepulchre, or the crowd, but only 
heard the music, and felt the impression of the church and 
the day. 

With the Basilica we terminated our afternoon visit of 
the churches. One little picturesque bit must not be 
omitted. Madame Thekla, knowing all the by-paths vcl 
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and out of the churches, led me, in leaving one old church, 
past the open door of the sacristy, and I of course looked 
in. It was a very large and lofty room ; the walls wains- 
cotted half-way up with very darl* wood, rich in panel and 
carving; above the wainscot, on the white-washed wall, 
hung a row of old portraits of cardinals ; a sort of dresser, 
or low press, of black carved wood, ran round the wainscot 
of the room, and upon this lay priests' robes, violet, gold, 
sky-blue, and white ; and here and there were seen groups 
of tall candlesticks and censers, or a large brush for the 
sprinkling of holy water. Light fell into the solemn room 
from four lofty windows high up in the walls, and here and 
there was seen a black and white priest passing in and out ; 
in the foreground two little choristers adjusting the sit of 
their white sleeves and blue petticoats. 

After tea I set forth again. Soon we were at the en- 
trance of St. Michael's Church; crowds and crowds 
streamed into it. A royal carriage waited before the 
principal entrance — royal carriages have been seen driving 
about from church to church all the afternoon. In the 
forenoon there had been a royal ceremonial of some kind 
in the Hof-Kapelle ; but, of course, as it was impossible 
to be in two places at once, I did not witness it. Neither 
did I see King Ludwig, this Good Friday night, praying 
among the crowd in St. MichaePs Church as earnestly and 
as unostentatiously as the meanest beggar there, and per- 
haps side by side with one, as he often does ; because King 
Ludwig is celebrating, this year, the holiest night of the 
Holy Week in Rome itself. 

A very ocean of human beings filled the vast church ; 
dark, undulating waves of life filled the nave; heads 
crowded the galleries, and every possible standing-place. 
Above the human mass, high up, suspended in the air, 
beneath the boldly swelling arches of the richly ornamented 
roof, and casting a warm, golden light upon the nearest 
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stone-wreaths, and angels, and glimmering in a warm, 
dark haze at the farthest end of the church, burned and 
blazed a mighty cross of fire. The effect was thrillingly 
beautiful ; the gradual softening of the warm light upon 
arch and column, till it was lost in the night of the re- 
moter portions of the church, was the most beautiful 
effect, in its way, conceivable; — the contrast so strong; 
the forms so sharp; yet the whole an imperceptible gra- 
dation from the strongest light to the intensest gloom. 

Suddenly, music, wilder, sadder, than any before heard 
that day, burst like a whirlwind through the church; 
moaning, lamenting, pleading : the waves, the forests, the 
winds, heaven and all nature, seemed to mourn, as in the 
old Scandinavian mythology, over the slain Balder. And 
the voices vibrated beneath the dim, arched roof, floated 
over the human ocean, and died away in long sighs. 
Again they arose, sadder and sadder ; ceased suddenly, — 
and the multitude streamed forth into the streets. 

I felt myself strangely affected by the whole scene; 
moved to the inmost soul with a vast pity and grief by 
that sad lament — and, no wonder, for was it not the 
Miserere ? 

Dear old Fraulein Sanchen ! As we walked slowly 
back, she opened her poor old heart to me, and told me 
many of her sorrows. I fancied long ago that I had dis- 
covered the bitterness of her life, and now I see that I was 
right. I did all I could to comfort and cheer her, but it 
was only the balm of sympathy which I could drop into 
her wounds, and I fear those wounds will only smart the 
more when she has no one to sympathise with her, no one 
to whom she can moan a little. Ah ! it is a selfish world ; 
and the more gentle and patient is the heart, the more it 
is crushed I I could only comfort her with the comfort 
especially belonging to Good Friday I 
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Crossing the Dult Platz and various streets, we saw all 
the confectioners' shops brilliant and crowded. Children 
were celebrating Good Friday by buying sugar lambs, 
which held little crimson and gold banners between their 
fore-legs, as they lay innocently reposing upon green sugar 
banks. Many, also, were the sugar hares, Easter hares — 
those fabulous creatures so dear to German children — which 
were also bought, though, properly, Easter had not yet 
arrived. But the hares and their gay crimson eggs had 
arrived days and days before. Would that our English 
children could see some of these wonderful hares ! one 
grand one, especially, which stands life-size, of coloured 
sugar, upon its hind legs, rejoicing over a large nest of 
crimson eggs, which it, of course, is supposed to have laid. 
There are chocolate hares, biscuit hares, and hares of 
common bread. You hear the words " hares" and "eggs" 
upon the lips of every child you meet ; " kreutzers to buy 
hares" seem strangely to be conjured out of your purse ; 
you see everywhere crimson egg-shells, and in all the book- 
sellers' shops are displayed books relative to this remarkable 
animal, for the edification of the youthful naturalist. 

Easter eggs are not alone eaten by the children, but by 
people of maturer growth. On Easter Sunday, Fraulein 
Sanchen will take a basket of eggs to be blessed by the 
priest, in one of the near churches. Whole baskets of 
eggs are carried on that day to the sacristies, to be conse- 
crated. A consecrated egg is promised me ; I am anxious 
about its flavour. On the Saturday between Good Friday 
and Easter Sunday I hear that it is the custom to carry 
small fagots of wood to be blessed ; and this consecrated 
wood is, I am told, useful in various ways. Besides eggs 
on Easter Sunday, meat, and butter, and various kinds of 
food, are blessed. 
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The first church on Easter Eve that Madame Thekla and 
I visited was the Ludwig's Church. As we entered beneath 
the lofty portal which stood open to receive the throngs of 
devotees and curious, a very firmament of stars glittered to- 
wards us through the darkened church. A curtain of dead 
gold brocade fell from the vaulted ceiling, hiding from view 
Cornelius's Last Judgment, above the high altar. And 
from the ceiling to within but a short space of the altar 
gleamed a galaxy of tapers, burning in groups of six to- 
gether, and so arranged as to form starry crowns. 

These starry crowns appeared suspended in the air above 
a square enclosure of lovely shrubs and flowers, hedged in 
by tall burning tapers. This little garden bloomed upon 
the broad platform before the altar. A pale effigy of Christ 
reposed among these roses, tulips, stocks, myrtles, ge- 
raniums, arums, ivy, upon an odorous fresh couch. 

The mournful dirge which I had heard in the old St. 
Peter's Church resounded also here — now dying away, 
now taken up by a group of priests who chanted at a side 
altar before tapers burning upon a triangle of wood. 

The whole scene strangely recalled what one has read of 
dirges chanted over the dead Adonis, sleeping his last sleep 
upon a couch of rose and myrtle. 

We were bound for the St. Michael's Church, which is 
situated in old Munich. On our way thither Fr&ulein 
Sanchen led me up the steps of a crumbling old building. 
"You must/' said she, "see the chapel of the Herzhog 
Max : sentinels watch it night and day !" This honour 
doubtless was owing to the chapel being a royal one ; 
but a less tasteful sepulchre could not well have been 
imprisoned in a huge cage of twisted, rusty iron-work, 
guarded by two solemn guards with halberts. 

" What is this strange old mass of building, Fraulein 
Sanchen?" I asked, as we descended the steps, and I 
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glanced up at its gloomy windows and discoloured walls : 
"I hear everybody call it Herzhog Max, as though it 
were a man and a duke, instead of an old tumble-down 
building 1" 

" It was the palace of the Electors/' returned my good 
companion ; " no one lives there now : it used to be the 
palace of the Dowager Queens. Old Queen Caroline died 
there ; since then no one has lived in the Herzhog Max : 
Queen Theresa will have her little villa beyond the Sieges* 
Thor." 

It was a relief to recall that cheerful, sunny little villa, 
standing as we did in the twilight within the courts of 
this decaying palace ! What a mournful dwelling was this 
for widowed and dethroned queens 1 Its tall square towers, 
its gloomy gateways, its long, long rows of dark lifeless 
windows, its grey discoloured walls telling of former gold 
and fresco, its windows on the ground-floors covered in 
with heavy iron gratings, its heavy mouldering doors, — all 
breathed a mournful spirit of a stern hard time and of de- 
parted splendour. Its walls looked as if fraught with evil 
memories ; it is a mansion whose age impresses one with a 
sense of evil decay : those desolate suites of rooms have no 
bright memories of a beautiful sunny youth. Gibbering 
sad ghosts flit through them of a certainty ; strange faces, 
terrible and mournful, looking forth through those 
window-bars, — spiritual foot-steps creaking upon the 
dreary stairs ! 

The Resurrection was celebrated in all the churches. 
I, however, witnessed the ceremonial only in the Lud- 
wigs Kirche. Towards six o'clock the Ludwig Strasse 
was black with swarms of people hastening from the 
Theatine Kirche towards the Ludwigs Kirche. The church 
was already so full, when I entered it, that it was im- 
possible to approach the altar. All still remained as it 
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was on Good Friday : the starry crowns of fire suspended 
over the figure of Christ reposing amid the flowers and 
tapers. Priests first knelt, praying, before the garden. As 
far as I could judge, at the distance where I stood, this, 
for some time, was all the ceremony. Then a canopy was 
seen to approach the altar; there was much chant- 
ing and gesticulating. The organ and the quire burst 
forth into a joyous anthem. Trumpets from the near 
altar took up the rejoicing with their wild harmony, and 
a voice sang forth, amid a sudden hush, " Christ is 
arisen !" 

And, above the crowd, you saw a figure of Christ, 
clothed in white and purple garments, and bearing in his 
hand a small banner. Then a procession of choristers and 
priests, with the Host borne aloft beneath the canopy, with 
swinging censors, and to the sound of trumpets, kettle- 
drums, and little bells, which the choristers rung, passed 
down the centre of the church, and out beneath the beau- 
tiful portico, and through the white arches of the colonnade, 
into the little garden behind the church. 

Although the canopy and the procession passed out into 
this little garden, I preferred remaining in the church ; and 
approaching nearer the altar, saw that the figure among 
the flowers was now concealed by a cloth, and that above 
it rose the other figure with its banner. A troop of youths 
and young girls from the Blind Asylum also drew near, as 
if to see ; they were all connected together, two and two, 
by a long cord, which passed between them, so as to form 
a sort of human team. You always see them walking along 
in this manner. It was strangely affecting to observe their 
sightless eye-balls and their white uncouth faces turn 
towards the figure of Christ, their hands clasped, and 
their lips moving. 

Another thing was noticeable before the procession 
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returned from the garden; this was the excessive de- 
light of the children over the figure ; troops and troops 
of children were in the church, and now that there 
was more open space, you saw them distinctly. Children 
of ten and twelve, children even of seven and eight, held 
up a fat little brother or sister to see the gloriously beauti- 
ful figure. There were lots of Strassen Buben (street lads) 
and little gentlemen in their smart cloaks with their pretty 
hoods, and smart little ladies, also all eagerness, brought by 
their attendants. Several little girls, who had no attend- 
ants, amused me vastly by making the lowest, lowest of 
courtesies before the beautiful figure, so very, very low, 
and with such an air of respect, as if they said, " Oh, thou 
beautiful, glorious figure, in thy purple robe, how I love 
thee ! how I will courtesy to thee \" and then down they 
went in the very centre of the marble pavement, with the 
air of little princesses. And such a troop of children rushed 
in before the procession, as, with its crimson banners 
fluttering against the cool, grey sky, it entered the glowing 
church ! You heard the tramp and rush of little footsteps 
up the long church before you heard the music and the 
bells. 

And then the people bowed reverently as the Host was 
borne aloft, and with music and chanting a short mass was 
performed, and Easter had arrived ! 

I passed Easter Sunday out in the country. 

How tender and beautiful was the whole scene ! Yet 
the very intensity of the fresh beauty called forth a mourn- 
fulness in the soul! Who does not know this strange 
mournfulness ! when the luxuriance of the grass and flowers, 
the soft air, the perfume of unfolding buds and blossoms, 
the gentle hum of insects, the unearthly loveliness of 
awakening life, seem to swell the soul with an unutterable 
longing — a longing after what? Perhaps God's voice 
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alone could give the answer ! It is this longing which is 
so wonderfully embodied in a cast, after the antique, which 
stands in Kaulbach's studio — the head of Castor, the 
brother who was mortal. Never have I seen this longing 
and this mournfulness so fully expressed as in that beautiful 
countenance. I had walked towards my favourite old 
church with the pea-green tower. All was silent as a 
dream. I sat down amid the fresh grass for a long time. 
And now the clock tolled the four quarters, and then the 
hour — two ; and through the silence the sound vibrated 
again and again — ever gentler and gentler — with a strange 
low music. The air was filled with the warm perfume of 
incense lingering around the little old church, and with the 
delicious breath of spring, which told of near beds of 
violets and primroses. The trees were flushed with life ; 
some ruddy, others amber, others already faintly green. 
I saw them rise in thick, distant masses above the low, 
crumbling, white-washed wall of the church-yard. As I 
looked upon the fresh burnished arum, hemlock, ficary, 
and daisy-leaves and grass springing up around me, I felt 
the peculiar beauty and aptness of Keats's expression 
when he speaks of the year " growing lush in juicy 
stalks." 

And now a little meek child wandered alone into the 
churchyard, with large, pale oxlips wreathed into the 
plaits of her hair. Soon people streamed into the church 
for afternoon mass. And whilst the bell tolled from the 
tower a group of young peasant-girls came with their 
bright, old-fashioned costumes, and round arms, and rosy 
faces, and clear eyes, and wandered arm in arm round the 
church, sprinkling certain graves with holy water from the 
vessels hung to the crosses. 

Soon the young girls entered the church ; and sitting 
where I did, the voice of the priest praying came to me, 
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sweetly and distinctly. It was much more beautiful listen- 
ing to the service thus than being within the church among 
the people ! I heard the little organ peal forth, and the 
singing of the quire. There was one fresh young voice 
that sang like a very angel. This voice celebrated the 
Resurrection. My eyes overflowed with warm tears, and 
Try soul responded, though I sat, a heretic and an alien, 
outside the walls of the little church. 

Then all the peasants streamed forth; and the holy, 
solemn hush closed once more over the scene. 

The whole was a lovely idyl, more holy and pure than 
any ever written, than any picture ever painted, of peasant- 
life. There was such a tenderness and simplicity, mingled 
with a certain sadness, that one could only imagine its 
spirit to be conveyed away from the spot by a peasant mu- 
sician, who should suddenly improvise a melody which 
should become a Volks Lied. 

I shall long remember that Easter Sunday as one 
of the loveliest bits of poetry that I have enjoyed in 
Munich. 

Returning towards the city, I heard music in all the 
public gardens ; all the world was out among the green, 
budding trees. Spring is, indeed, come; the trees are 
almost in full leaf; you seem almost to see the grass and 
the flowers springing; birds carol from every bough. 
Music swells in loud strains through the fresh leaves of 
the English Garden, the Spring Garden, the Garden of 
Paradise. The Prater, and twenty or thirty other 
gardens, are crowded with happy, merry people sitting be- 
neath the trees, drinking coffee and beer, and listening to 
music. 

It is quite extraordinary what time Munich people spend 
in this way, and quite as extraordinary what quantities of 
beer are drunk. Alas, that beer ! — it is one of the un- 
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poetical features of Munich life ; it gives that heavy, sleepy, 
stupid look to the lower classes, and" I fear, also, to the 
citizen class, which is so at variance with the spirituality 
and the intellectuality of all this Munich art ! 
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CHAPTER III. 

schwanthaler's castle of schwaneck. 

Before me lie a quantity of wild flowers drooping their 
poor weary heads over a quaint little terra-cotta vase. 
Both the flowers and I are just come from a long delicious 
ramble. An hour ago I was nearly as drooping and weary 
as the flowers, but a cup of tea has refreshed me as much as 
I hope the water in the little vase will refresh the flowers — 
even now I seem to see their heads visibly pricking them- 
selves up. 

I have been to Schwaneck, the Castle of Schwan- 
thaler. 

At nine o'clock, I met, by appointment, Baron von H., 
merry little Marie, and Signor L., on the other side of 
the Sendlinger Gate ; and having passed the old Munich 
Cemetery, with its rows and rows of crosses rising above 
the low walls, and the new Cemetery inclosed by its im- 
posing walls of dark red brick, built in a singularly beautiful 
manner, and its solemn round arched gateway surmounted 
by two simple, earnest statues, we were out upon the plain 
within sight of the Alps. It was a lovely morning, 
the larks carolling over our heads ; we all felt gay at 
heart, yet still our conversation turned upon horrors, 
perhaps from the charm of contrast. Baron von H. told 
of an " interesting murder ;" how the daughter of a French 
gentleman living in Munich, who was very handsome and 
just married, was murdered by the soldier servant of her 
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husband, because she would not give the wretch money to 
redeem his master's uniform which he had pawned ; how 
he cut off her head, then quietly took the money, went 
and paid various debts which he had contracted in the city, 
and decamped ! And how the poor old father and her 
husband were nearly brokenhearted when they discovered 
the tragedy. And various equally lively histories did we 
relate, till our conversation resembled a series of short 
chapters out of the Neue Pitaval ; I relating, as my share, 
the history of Casper Hauser, which Signor L. and Marie 
had never heard, embellishing it with explanations out of 
a certain prohibited book which I once had read on the 
subject ; and then, being in the midst of a horrible history 
of a woman near Magdeburg, who has just been imprisoned 
for having kept a little child of her own three years upon 
bread and water, in a cask in a cellar, till the poor little 
creature was crippled body and mind, — we found ourselves 
upon one of the steep banks of the Isar ; below us a 
picturesque large white- washed house, its walls stained 
with innumerable fading frescoes. 

It was a large public-house, and its garden, filled with 
benches and tables, was already sprinkled over with groups 
of townspeople come out this lovely summer morning. 
Peasants streamed along the road below us, which skirted 
the river and wound round the inn-garden, bearing in 
their hands little brooms of willow catkins, and mistletoe, 
and holly. They were bringing them from some church, 
where they had been blessed, as it was Palm Sunday, and 
these catkins were, as by the children in England, called 
palms ; but why holly and mistletoe should be bound up 
with the palms I cannot tell : at Christmas here these 
plants have no significance. 

Having sat down on the warm dry grass of the very 
steep bank, and admired the distant view of Munich, and 
listened to the rush of the river and the singing of tha 
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larks, we pursued our way. And now we were in a birch- 
wood ; heath was in crimson bloom in the open parts of the 
wood j soft elastic moss beneath the trees ; here and there 
a group of birches gleaming out like trees of silver ; and 
sprinkled over a steep, mossy bank shining out among 
those red fallen birch-leaves, what can be those myriads 
of azure stars ! blue hepaticas ! our dear old English garden 
hepaticas ! In myriads they rose from the mossy ground, 
staring up through the grey, leafless branches of the 
birch-trees, with wide open blue eyes, into a heaven as 
deeply blue. How lovely they are, and the whole 
woods . are now brilliant with them ! I shall love my 
blue hepaticas as Wordsworth loved his host of " Golden 
Daffodils." 

The Baron and Signor L. were deep in a discussion 
about " high pressure," and about " what the Englishman 
had said on the subject ;" and when I held up in triumph 
my handful of flowers, I fancy they thought me rather 
gone out of my mind. 

And now, though we wqre in the midst of the wood, 
and close upon the steep bank of the river, we came upon 
a large house, or rather a group of buildings ; one very 
like a quaint chapel. This was another Wirthshaus, with 
scores of benches and tables placed beneath the trees, with 
a pavilion for dancing, with rows of old-fashioned summer- 
houses, cr rather booths, along the edge of the river-bank 
for the distance of some hundred yards. The ground was 
undulating and very sylvan. Baron H. said that last May 
he witnessed a village f§te here, which produced a capital 
effect among the trees ; all was dancing, music, beer drink- 
ing, shooting, that day ; now all was silent as death, or 
rather sleep, — a most peaceful sleep. The sun showered 
down beams as warm as in an English June. We were 
soon seated at a little table on the very edge of the steep 
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Isar-bank, the river murmuring as it rolled lazily over its 
sandy bottom, amid long, gravelly shoals. In front of ns 
was the Alpine chain rising as though abruptly from the 
wild precipitous river-bank opposite, and mingling its 
jagged peaks with the silvery mountain-like clouds which 
crowded the heavens. 

We hungry pedestrians saw a vision remarkably attractive 
upon the table before the bench on which we sat. Ham, 
bread, butter, delicious butter, and wine, capital Rhine 
wine, for my companions ; and for me, of course, eternal 
coffee ! And thus most pleasantly refreshing ourselves in 
sight of the Alps, the conversation naturally turned upon 
Italy, seeing that one of the gentlemen was an Italian, and 
Baron von H. had spent many years there. First Mariotti's 
new book was discussed; Signor L. defending Silvio 
Pellico warmly for the sake of all he had suffered in his 
youth. He spoke altogether so earnestly and eloquently 
about his unhappy, beautiful land, with a cloud of real 
grief ever and anon passing across his face, that I set him 
down as a good, worthy fellow,— different to some disgusting, 
dandified Italians I saw the other day, who made we almost 
wish that an Austrian bullet would put an end to their 
useless lives ! 

Pleasant and interesting as it was, sitting on this river's 
bank, listening to descriptions of laurel and orange groves, 
and of noble suffering patriots, still it was necessary to 
proceed to Schwaneck. We bade adieu, therefore, to this 
hamlet or inn, whichever it be, of Heselohe, and once 
more lost ourselves in the birch- wood. But first I might 
mention, that being decidedly of an exploring turn, I had 
dived into those booth-like summer-houses, and found to 
my astonishment a number of old English caricatures 
of the time of George IV., pasted upon the walls; 
several of the summer-houses were papered with prints, 
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mostly from illustrated papers. There was also a number 
of most absurd French caricatures of the English, as in- 
tolerant in their spirit against us as the English were 
against the French and the Italians ! No one can imagine 
how out of place these absurd and vulgar caricatures seemed 
in the midst of this sylvan solitude ! I hope some prints 
of the World's Fair in Hyde Park will soon get pasted up 
there as an antidote to this antiquated poison. 

But now to return to the pleasant green wood, I was 
going to say ; but green, except under foot, it certainly was 
not, seeing the month was only April. But my fancy 
clothed the woods with leaves and made the month May 
or June, for I was recalling the painter's description of the 
Artists' festival, and I heard with my mind's ear the music 
sounding through the wood, and saw with my mind's eye 
the procession with gay banners winding along through 
mossy, odorous paths ; and when we came suddenly upon 
the little castle itself, I was prepared to see the knight 
himself on its walls, as on that memorable occasion. 

The castle, to my surprise, is a modern castle. It is a 
tiny castle built by the sculptor himself; but he was not 
destined to rejoice long in the fulfilment of one of his 
youthful dreams, for his many years' illness dated almost 
from its completion. It is a rude, simple little castle, 
scarcely more than one lofty tower ; but the situation is 
capitally chosen. It stands upon a sort of small headland 
where the Isar winds in a bold sweep between its precipitous 
banks ; and hence its name Schwaneck, or Swan-point, as 
it may be translated. 

On one side the birch-wood extends even to the little 
moat ; on the other side is the plain, and in front the river 
sunk between its wild, picturesque banks. 

Having presented our card of admission, and waited until 
a barking, deep-mouthed hound was secured, we found 



schwanthaler's castle op schwaneck. 29 

ourselves within the small court-yard. The first thing 
that struck ns was an effigy of a knight, let into the castle 
wall ; it looked as if brought out of some quaint village 
church ; it was rudely painted, or rather stained, with red 
and blue : upon his shield and helm he bore a swan ; it is 
the monument of the knight Schwanthaler, erected by his 
cousin and fellow sculptor, Xavier Schwanthaler. In 
another part of the castle wall is inserted a tablet bear- 
ing in black-letters the following verse : — 



" So stehe denn bier in Gotteshand 
Der Thurm am felsigen Uferrand 
Gebauet nicht um eitle Ehr ; 
Zu Trutz nicht oder Waffenwehr; 
Nur fruher Jugend shoner Traum, 
Soil steigen empor im trauten Raum. 
Der Blick in die Berge, die Luft so klar, 
Vom Flusse das Rauschen wunderbar. 
Der Freunde, Wort, und Sag und Sang 
Erfrische das Herz im Lebensdrang.' 



Upon a door we saw nailed an astonishingly large tawny 
and black owl, its extended wings measuring considerably 
more than a yard across : its. talons, which were full two 
inches long, looked as if made of the sharpest and most 
highly tempered steel. This owl, we were informed by the 
woman who showed us over the place, had been caught in 
a trap on the tower only fifteen days ago. " And most 
truly glad am I," said she, " that the wretch is gone, for 
every night this winter did the big thing come moaning 
round the tower with its doleful cry." For my part a 
strange pity filled my heart for the fate of this magnificent 
creature, the life and voice of which must have been so in 
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harmony with the solitary tower, the wild winds of winter, 
and the moaning of the deep river below. 

The interior of the little castle is as rude and unpretend- 
ing as its exterior. With the exception of the figures of 
two grim, armoured knights, placed one on either side, 
above a little balcony which overhangs the river, there 
are no traces here of Schwanthaler as the sculptor; but 
every stone speaks of Schwanthaler as the lover of the 
quaint and the mediaeval. Schwaneck is a development of 
the little sanctum sanctorum in Schwanthaler's house in 
Munich, with its grotesque drinking cups and armour. 
There are but four rooms in this little castle, and they are 
small in size, and furnished in the most primitive manner ; 
there are no carpets, no easy-chairs, and but one sofa, 
which looks as though covered with tapestry, though it is 
not ; it is coarse, heavy, and primitive. A few rudely carved 
chairs, a few massive and rough tables, tall porcelain stoves 
of olive-green, bearing upon them the heraldic swan, 
armour, and chivalric trophies, and strange-looking sacred 
pictures of the very early German school, and with 
the rafters of the ceilings painted in vivid contrast of the 
brightest colours; — such are the furniture and adornments 
of Schwaneck. 

The sleeping-room, or rather cell, of the great sculptor 
contains a simple, oaken bedstead, covered with a red and 
black quilt. Above the bed, a large and perfectly plain 
gilt cross is let into the wall ; a couple of rude, wooden 
chairs, and an odd looking-glass, suspended above a much 
odder table. This table is supported by a pedestal formed 
of the crooked stem of some tree, which probably grew in 
the neighbouring wood, its rough bark and moss still re- 
maining upon it. 

The banqueting-hall is at the top of the castle, so as to 
command the view. It is the largest, and, by far, the 
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most important room in the castle. A long, heavy oaken 
table, running across the hall, supports a row of goblets, 
fantastic enough for an enchanted palace ; the walls of the 
room are papered, up to a certain height, with a dull 
crimson paper stamped with the same heraldic swan. 
This paper suggests the idea of tapestry hangings ; above 
the paper, and upon the white-washed walls are arranged 
coats of mail, shields, swords, and escutcheons ; the rafters 
of the roof are gay with heraldic colours and shields, pro- 
ducing a fine barbaric effect. On one side of the hall, 
revealed by half-drawn curtains of crimson and gold- 
coloured stuffs, standing in a recess, you see a large, old, 
gilded shrine. The other sides of the room are rich in 
windows commanding a variety of views. 

" How beautiful !" we all exclaimed, on stepping towards 
one particular window. Far below us rolled the river, its 
murmur pleasantly ascending to us; right opposite gleamed 
forth the snowy Alps, a vast plain, extending from the pre- 
cipitous Isar bank to their very feet ; a plain, as I have so 
often said, of some fifty or sixty miles. And, far as 
the eye could reach towards the right, wound, in bold 
curves, the wild banks of the river, rocky and woody ; 
here crowned with a castle ; there, in the far distance, a 
patch of pine-forest. The effect of the whole scene was 
heightened for us by an approaching thunder-storm, which 
cast dark shadows over the horizon. 

Of course we ascended to the top of the little watch- 
tower, which runs up one side of the castle ; but, though 
more extensive, I question whether the view, on the whole, 
is so striking and effective as seen through the windows of 
the banqueting-room, or from the balcony overlooking the 
ruins. 

Our survey of Schwaneck was soon at an end, but not 
so soon our delight. I cannot describe, in words, the 
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peculiar charm of the place, which consists in its perfect 
unpretendingness, and rude, savage completeness. You 
forget that it is not a genuine bit of the middle ages, in 
your satisfaction in it, as the tower of the Knight 
Schwanthaler. 

We somewhat varied our walk home, by returning, part 
of the way, through a wood, close upon the margin of 
the Isar, below the precipitous bank; and a still more 
beautiful path wc found it. At one spot, the wood widened 
out considerably, and the trees of splendid growth reared 
their tall, smooth, grey boles and branches solemnly into 
the air, measuring their height with the steep bank behind 
them. How quiet, dreamlike, it was ! the ground car- 
peted with fallen leaves, among which again bloomed the 
lovely hepaticas, with mezereon in great luxuriance, a kind 
of fumitory, both snow-white and dull crimson, a small 
yellow aconite, and a tiny, but lovely, yellow squill. 
Imagine my joy in finding these flowers ! and in such 
abundance too. I gathered a bouquet worthy of an Eng- 
lish garden ; and in a little brooklet running through the 
wood gleamed out, like sunshine, large, golden kingcups, 
amid their rich green leaves. They seemed a voice from 
English meadows. 

Coming out upon the uninteresting road, Signor L. 
chanced to say something about a pedestrian tour which he 
had once made in Elba, whereupon I said, " Do tell us all you 
can about Elba, — what you saw, and what you did ; describe 
all, for there is a great charm in verbal description of 
strange lands and new scenes ; people thus describing often 
give one vivid and graphic touches which one never gets in 
books." He described, graphically, his visit to Napoleon's 
country-house, with its lovely gardens, with its saloon 
adorned with Egyptian views, painted in fresco upon the 
walls, and with a refreshing fountain playing in the centre 
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of the black-and-white marble floor. He described such 
old, old fig-trees and vines, such orange groves and hedges 
of aloes, such solitary convents, such a primitive peasantry, 
such hot noontides, such views of Corsica, such stretches 
of sea and sky ; he called up so vividly before my imagi- 
nation the little island of Monte Christo, and the rock out 
in the sea which Napoleon visited daily, standing solitarily 
upon it, gazing towards France, as he is so commonly 
represented in pictures, that I felt at once transported into 
Elba, and forgot we were wending our way towards 
Munich ! All at once, however, Signor L. interrupted his 
narrative by exclaiming, "Ah, no! not even in my own 
beautiful Italian have I ever been able to express what I 
feci most strongly — no, I cannot describe this wild, won- 
drous sea as it breaks over the rocks !" And with this 
exclamation his beautiful descriptions ceased, for, looking 
round us, we perceived that Baron von H. had long before 
escaped out of Elba, and was posting away far ahead of 
us, and that a black thunder-cloud was rapidly coming up 
behind us. Baron von H., and Marie, had hastened on to 
order coffee at a way-side Wirthshaus, which we reached 
just in time to escape the storm. 

Whilst the rain descended, we amused ourselves with 
watching a group of regular German Handwerks-burschen 
playing at nine-pins under a shed. Every now and then a 
long-haired and velvet-coated student, with a great length 
of pipe in his hand, came to the door to inspect the state 
of the weather, the game of nine-pins, or the visitors. I 
had not seen such a genuine set of Burschen since we left 
Heidelberg. Here in Munich, the students seem lost 
among the other inhabitants. 

Fortunately the storm soon cleared off, and at length I 
reached home, but very tired and very muddy from the 
wet roads. Before parting, we all agreed, that having en- 
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joyed our April excursion so much, we would certainly, 
when May arrived, celebrate her advent by another excur- 
sion, — perhaps go to Starnberg for a day, and make a 
trip with the little steamer upon the lake — the new little 
steamer which everybody talked about, and which would 
be launched in May. 
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CHAPTER IV. 

THE MODEL PRISON OP BAVARIA, AND THE MODEL WORKS OF 

SIGNOR S . 

April 28th. — I have just returned from a visit to the 
Zucht-Haus in the Au, the Model Prison of Bavaria. As 
yet I feel my curiosity anything but satisfied. I must 
obtain some official Reports regarding this wonderful 
prison, that I may understand the working of the system, 
and facts connected with it, more thoroughly than I could 
from conversation with the gentleman who went through 
the wards with us, intelligent and most obliging though he 
was. 

The prison is a large building, situated in the Au Suburb, 
not far from the lovely Au Church. It has, outwardly, no 
appearance of being a prison; has windows of various 
picturesque forms, gazing in great abundance out of its 
yellow and white-washed walls. It is a cheerful-looking 
place, in fact, and if it stood among trees would look very 
like a chdteau. But on entering the vaulted and white- 
washed hall, with long vistas of white-washed passages 
leading from it, with a soldier standing at the door, and 
here and there other soldiers in the distance, something of 
a prison-feeling sank upon me. 

Having been politely received in his little bureau by the 
Director of the Prison, — an extraordinary man, from all 
accounts, and famed throughout Europe for his manage- 
ment of this prison, and for various works which he has 
written on prison discipline, — we were conducted through 
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the establishment by a grave, intelligent little man, the 
Haus-Meister. All the people we met in the passages, 
whether prisoners or not, had an intense gravity impressed 
on their countenances. 

The first room we entered was filled with men employed 
in spinning. This is the first employment given to the 
prisoners on their entrance, and when their capability for 
learning has been ascertained during this spinning-period, 
it is decided to what trade they shall be henceforth devoted. 
A long row of men of all ages, in coarse, grey jackets and 
trousers, some with chains round their waists, which were 
attached to their ankles, sat down the middle of the room, 
busily spinning from their tall distaffs. Along the bare 
walls were rows of wholesome-looking beds, with coarse 
but white sheets neatly turned over their quilts ; rows of 
tin cans were seen to hang in one corner of the room 
against boards nailed to the walls. A large crucifix was 
placed conspicuously upon another wall ; the windows were 
large and cheerful ; the room was cheerful. But that row 
of distorted, uncouth, malformed, and but partially de- 
veloped heads; those white, sallow countenances; those 
eyes glancing furtively towards you, or sunk in a stupor 
upon the unceasing slender threads drawn from the dis- 
taffs by manly fingers ; those heavy chains, and the perfect 
silence, save of the wheel and the little treddle, were not 
cheerful. It was the first time I had ever been in a prison, 
or looked upon any great criminals ; at least, knowing them 
to be such. The first sensation, therefore, was very 
strange : here were men guilty of enormous crimes, men 
who had murdered in diabolical ways, at liberty as it 
seemed. There was no unlocking and locking of doors ; 
you saw there men moving about as though they were 
ordinary workmen. The unusual occupation of spinning 
for men did strike you, it is true ; the ill-formed faces 
struck you, and the chains, when you caught sight of 
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them; but you had to remind yourself that on each of 
these souls lay the weight of some fearful crime. 

One man passed out in his grey jacket, and with the 
ehain round his waist. " He," said the gentleman with 
us, as we walked down the gallery, "is one of the men 
who murdered a priest two years ago ; he is confined here 
for life." 

" But how," asked I, " can you trust that man to go 
about unattended ? — how is it that these doors are all un- 
locked and unbarred ? — what is to prevent their escaping ? 
The walls are not high in the court-yard — all seems open ; 
excepting for a few soldiers there appears no obstacle to 
their escape. Do none make their escape ?" 

" Now and then," replied he, " but very rarely. This is 
a prison ; and, of course, where is the man who would not 
escape if he could ? But they are always overtaken ; we 
have blood-hounds trained for the purpose. Such cases are 
very rare." 

We saw room after room filled with prisoners : now they 
were making shoes ; now they were tailoring ; now weaving 
table-linen ; now cloth : — now we went into a dye-house ; 
now into a carpenter's shop. All were silently, busily at 
work ; aU had the same grave look ; all, with but two, or 
at the most three exceptions, had countenances of the most 
coarse description. There were youths, and old men, and 
middle-aged men, but all worked apparently at perfect 
freedom, often with wide-open doors, often in the open 
court-yard. 

It was a startling thing to see murderers wielding ham- 
mers, and sawing with saws, and cutting with sharp-edged 
tools, when you remembered they were murderers, and how 
some tyrant passion had once aroused the fiend within 
them, though now again he seemed laid to rest by years of 
quiet toil. 

Our guide informed us, that very rarely did any dis- 
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obedience or passion show itself among the prisoners after 
the first few months, or the first year of their imprison- 
ment. The constant employment from early morning to 
evening; the silence imposed most strictly during their 
hours of toil ; the routine, the gradual dying out of all 
external interests and anxieties, seemed to sink them into 
a passive calm, until industry became their only charac- 
teristic. Each prisoner has his daily task of work given to 
him, which must be completed. For extra work he re- 
ceives payment, — half of which he may immediately con- 
sume, the other half being reserved for him, by govern- 
ment, until the expiration of his sentence. This is equally 
the case with such as are condemned to life-long imprison- 
ment, there being always the possibility of a reprieve 
existing for them. On Sundays, they are allowed to read 
books out of the prison library, and to play at dominoes, 
and enjoy various simple recreations. There is a school 
for the younger criminals, and a hospital for the sick, of 
course. The only punishment for disobedience to prison 
rules is a longer or shorter period of solitary confinement 
in a small room, which was shown to us, containing a hard 
wooden bed, very like a low table, on which the prisoner 
can both he and sit, a stove, and a closely grated window, 
which is darkened while the prisoner is in his cell : he has 
his allowance of food shortened, and is left there to his 
own reflections. 

TVe saw a prisoner in his chains putting the loaves of 
prison bread into a large oven to bake ; prisoners in white 
caps and aprons were preparing the prison supper in the 
large clean kitchen: one group was sitting and silently 
picking the leaves of vegetables to flavour the soup, which 
was boiling in large caldrons, and was stirred by other 
prisoners with huge ladles ; all moved gravely about, ap- 
parently without being overlooked. In each room, how- 
ever, was a kind of prisoner monitor, whose office was to 
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report upon the conduct of his companions; and this 
species of mutual watchfulness, kept up by the prisoners 
themselves, seemed, according to the report of our infor- 
mant, to answer remarkably well. 

In some rooms you saw prisoners turning huge wheels 
which worked the cloth-weaving machines below, whilst 
the machines themselves were fed and tended by other 
prisoners. The whole place was a great manufactory and 
series of workshops, where, from five in the morning in 
summer, six in the winter till seven at night, no sound 
was heard but that of the machinery ! After work-hours 
they were permitted to talk. 

I regret not having asked at the time whether there is 
any visible sign of moral amendment in these poor un- 
happy wretches, — whether friendships spring up among 
those condemned to spend their whole lives together in 
this prison — whether traits of kindness were shown among 
them — what was the average result of this mode of punish- 
ment — and various other questions, which now suggest 
themselves to me. 

I was curious to know whether the prisoners were quick 
in acquiring a knowledge of the different trades carried on 
in the prison ; and, as a rule, our guide said very much so. 
There were criminals, it is true, who did not seem to have 
the power of learning anything ; but these were the excep- 
tions, and that generally it was surprising in how short a 
time a trade was learned, which, with an ordinary appren- 
tice, is a matter of years. Here it was the one object ; it 
became the only interest, and was unceasingly worked at 
day after day. 

The prisoner who has been longest in this prison has 
been there thirty years ; many are in for life ; many for 
twenty years. There are between five and six hundred at 
present in the prison. The number of female prisoners is 
very small in comparison with the men. We found the 
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women busy washing in their wards, — a long row of very 
tidy-looking women, in the whitest of borderless caps, with 
white handkerchiefs pinned over their grey dresses. Their 
countenances, as a whole, were much more cheerful than 
those of the men : we actually saw smiles ! 

Here and there, however, was a heavy, uncouth 
countenance. At one particular washing-tub stood four 
women. Our conductor spoke to one of them, this being 
a sign to us to notice them. Two looked up, and fairly 
beamed with smiles ; one, a tall and very handsome young 
girl, continued to wash away with downcast eyes. I felt a 
sort of delicacy in staring at her, her looks were so con- 
scious and modest. A fourth, a fat ill-looking old woman, 
also never looked at the visitors. The two who smiled had 
remarkably agreeable faces ; one, with good features, and 
a very mild expression ; the other, a small woman, and 
though with bloom on her cheeks, a certain sad, anxious 
expression about her eyes and mouth. Of which of these 
four women were we to hear a fearful history related? 
The only one who looked evil was the fat old woman. 

As soon as we were in the court, our conductor said, 
" Now, what do you say about those women V 

"Three out of the four/' we remarked, "are the only 
agreeable faces we have seen in the prison ; and, judging 
from this momentary glance at their countenances, we 
should say could not be guilty of much crime ; perhaps the 
fat old woman may be so ; that tall young girl, however, is 
not only handsome, but gentle-looking.^ 

" That tall young girl/' replied our guide, " was the one 
who, a year or two ago, murdered her fellow-servant, and 
cutting up the body, buried it in the garden ; the little 
woman next to her, some two years since, murdered her 
husband; and the handsome, kind, motherly-looking 
woman who stood next, destroyed her child of seven years 



MODEL WORKS OP SIGNOR S . 41 

old. The fat old woman is in only for a slight offence. 
So much for judgment by physiognomy 1" 

I cannot express the painful impression produced on me 
by the remembrance of this group. As I returned home, 
all the faces I met in the streets seemed to me, as it were, 
masks. I saw faces in expression a thousand times more 
evil than the countenances of those three unhappy women. 
How was it ? Was it alone that some unusually painful 
and frightful circumstances had aroused passions in them 
which only slept in the breasts of hundreds of other 
human beings who wander about free and honourably in 
the world ; or was expression, after all, a deception ? In 
these three women, at the moment we saw them, at all 
events, the expression was really good and amiable. I 
cannot give an idea of the strange sort of distrust which 
seized me. I looked at the ladies who accompanied me, and 
said to myself — your faces are not nearly so good in ex- 
pression and feature as theirs. I have been looking at my 
own face, and it seems to me that it, too, might just as 
well conceal some frightful remembrance of crime. 

I was quite glad when a friend proposed that we should 
go and see a model of Milan Cathedral, made by an old 
Italian here. I was thankful for anything to banish the 
remembrance of the three women, and of those round, 
beautiful hands and arms of the young girl, which had 
once been stained with blood. 

We entered a very handsome house, and soon were in 

the little room of Signor S . The room was very small, 

but bright and cheerful ! Flowers were in the bright little 
window, the glass cabinets were filled with all imaginable 
nick-nacks of glass, china, and various small models ; 
bronze and gilded candelabra filled with tapers stood 
about upon consoles; pictures hung on the cheerful 
self-coloured green walls. In one corner stood a pretty 
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b3d, covered with a pea-green silk quilt, and with a snowy 
pillow trimmed with lace. The little room was, if not 
u parlour, and kitchen, and all," parlour and bed-room : 
but one gets quite used to such arrangements abroad. 

And there was the little Signor himself, all smiles, and 
speaking in his beautiful Italian, and so honoured by the 
ladies' visit. And there was the most ingenious model of 
the far-famed Milan Cathedral, standing on its raised stand 
of satin-wood on a table in the centre of the room. It 
was a beautiful model, of cream-coloured card-board, and 
with the tracery of the windows, the bas-relievos, the 
capitals of the columns, the Gothic work of the pinnacles, 
the many thousand statues, all moulded in bread ! You saw 
the painted glass in the windows, and as the trembling 
hands of the clever old Signor removed various portions of 
the model, you looked into the interior, and beheld altars, 
pictures, gilding, tesselated pavements. Little, tiny people 
were walking about in the church ; everything was there, 
even to a statue of San Carlo Borromeo himself, concealed 
behind the high altar. And see! the delighted Signor 
pulls out a drawer in the satin-wood base ; and there is the 
crypt, the Chapel of San Carlo, the tesselated pavement, 
the winding staircases descending into the chapels, the 
altars — everything ! 

Well, it was wonderful ! " Yes, it was vastly ad- 
mired," said the little Signor; "architects had come 
to see it from far and wide ; and all pronounced it won- 
derful !" 

And now we began to look at other models which stood 
in the glass cases ; many were wondrous buildings of his 
own creation, and if they proved that he had no accurate 
architectural knowledge, as he himself declared, they 
proved, at all events, that he had a great deal of fancy, and 
was decidedly an undeveloped architect. 
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" And now you must admire my china and curiosities, 
he said : " they are all my own making — all of paper ! 

And so they were. The gold tea-spoons, the blue and 
gold cream jug, full of cream, the plate covered with the 
heap of biscuits, the dish of oranges ; those elegant vases, 
that pipe and hammer, lying in singular juxtaposition 
with those elegancies and dainties, all were of paper ; but 
so capitally made, that you felt quite deceived even after 
you had taken them into your hand and felt how light 
they were. " And I hope you admire my pair of new 
boots V 9 said he, laughing : " they are of paper ; and my 
.blue and white vases up there, they are of paper also ! and 
my candelabra, they are of paper !" 

Yes ; those massive bronze, and black, and gold cande- 
labra were of paper, and the tapers also of paper — even 
those that were half-burnt ! I began to have suspicions 
about everything ; I expected the little Signor to say next, 
" Well, I hope you admire me, for I am of paper !" 

Among the various models was a small one of a grave, 
with its garlanded cross. " That," said the old gentleman, 
" is the model of my wife's grave : she died two years ago ; 
she was a Milanese ; she died in that very corner where 
the bed stands. I've had my bed placed on the spot 
where she died ; that is her miniature hanging above the 
bed beside the crucifix." 

I observed that above the bed also hung a print of 
Paul finding the corpse of Virginia upon the sea-shore. 
No doubt there was a sentiment of true poetry in the old 
man's heart when he hung up that picture also. I was 
glad to recall his hearty laughter but a few minutes before, 
and to think how, by his ingenious amusement, his beloved 
hobby, he could banish the sad, though beautiful, ghost 
which, no doubt, haunted his little room. 

I have heard, since our visit, that the old Signor is an 
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entirely self-educated man ; that he realized a comfortable 
little competence before he reached the age of thirty, and 
that later in life, finding time hang heavily on his hands, 
he began to make these papef models, which, in their way, 
are works of genius as well as ingenuity. 
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CHAPTER V. 

THE MAY-FESTIVAL AT STARNBERG. 

May Ylth. — The May-Festival at Starnberg has been 
this year especially attractive to the inhabitants of Munich, 
from the circumstance of a small steamer having been 
launched upon the little Starnberg Lake the day of the 
Festival, and making then its first trip. To fully appre- 
ciate the excitement of this event, you must bear in mind 
that steam-boats, in Bavaria proper, are by no means as 
common as upon the Rhine, the Danube, and the Elbe. 

Instead of the Festival being held upon May-day, as was 
originally intended, it was deferred until Sunday the 11th, 
people fervently hoping that the day would be fine. And a 
gloriously beautiful day it proved, — a day of golden sun- 
shine, from early dawn till the soft evening, when the 
waxing moon rose into the clear warm sky, and the night 
seemed even more lovely than the day. 

I had heard astounding accounts of the crowds who 
would throng to Starnberg, rendering it next to impossible 
to find a conveyance either there or back again, and 
next to impossible, if ever you did arrive at Starnberg, to 
procure food. For were not King Max and the young 
Queen, and their ccurt, to be there to sail in the steamer ; 
to witness illuminations and then hold a court ball ; and 
were not the artists going to hold their annual festival ? 
and were not all the gentle-folks, and all the common-folks, 
of Munich to be at Starnberg upon this eventful day? 
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And were not all the peasants in the neighbourhood sure 
to be there, to wonder at the steam-boat, — and would not 
there be music on all hands, and a regatta, and a citizens' 
ball as well as a court-ball? And had not people, for 
weeks before, hired all the fiacres and carriages that 
were to be hired in Munich, — and had not all the places 
in omnibuses been taken days beforehand? Such, at 
least, were the tidings I heard as soon as I began thinking 
seriously myself of going to the Festival. 

I applied, therefore, to my indefatigable friend, Baron 
H., claiming his promise, given in April, of accompanying 
Marie and myself to Starnberg. 

The morning of the Fete saw us departing in a stell- 
wagen from a certain little inn called the Stackhus 
Garten. 

Pleasant was the morning, pleasant the road, through 
its poplar avenues and across the plain, and through 
the long, monotonous, dreamy pine-woods, which, in fact, 
are the Royal Park, — and where, said Baron H., you may 
come upon a herd of fierce wild boars ; and pleasant was 
the view of the Alpine chain, which appeared ever slowly 
to approach us, though of course it was we who slowly 
approached it: and pleasant were my reminiscences of 
Clare's and my expedition to Ober-Ammergau, of which 
Starnberg had been the first stage : and pleasant was the 
lively discourse of Baron H., and the smiling rejoinders of 
the pretty Marie. But pleasantest of all was our glimpse 
of the Starnberg Lake, gleaming out in the morning sun- 
shine as we descended a gentle hill towards it ! 

There below us lay the lake, encircled with softly sloping 
banks, clothed in the tender May verdure of young beech- 
woods and of luxuriant grass. The white buildings of 
little Starnberg, its church, its handsome hotel of semi- 
Tyrolean architecture, its town-hall, greatly resembling a 
convent, and commandingly situated upon a low hill, its 
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pleasant villas embosomed in woods and gardens, and its 
sprinkling of grey Tyrolese cottages, shone out invitingly, 
illumined by the clear beams of the brilliant morning. 
And round the verdant shores of the lake, at remote dis- 
tances, gleamed forth other villas and hamlets and church 
towers ; and the background of our picture was the Alpine 
chain, its snowy peaks piercing the clouds, and its feet, 
apparently bathed by the waters of the lake, which 
stretched away as far as the eye could reach in one direc- 
tion, a broad, calm, gleaming mirror. The illusion is per- 
fect, although many miles lie between Starnberg Lake and 
the first range of the mountains, — there is the shadowy 
line of distant shore, and then abruptly rises the mountain 
chain. 

All houses in Starnberg were decorated with flags, and 
wreaths, and draperies. Close by the shore of the lake 
lay the little steamer, which had been launched already 
and a crowd of wondering people swarmed around it, some 
in boats, others on the new pier, others on the shore. 
Stell-wagen, private carriages and vehicles, many of a 
singular description, had we seen upon the road, and 
numbers we now noticed arriving in the little town, or 
drawn up before the hotel : some way, however, they were 
not in the swarms which I had been led to expect. But then 
it was quite early, — not yet half-past nine. 

We walked down to the lake to inspect the new steamer 
as our first pleasure. Men were busily decorating it with 
garlands — some of the garlands still lay upon the shore, 
half hidden in the deep rich grass and flowers. We had 
looked at the steamer — at the crowd, which was composed 
entirely of peasants, gay in their holiday best — at the new 
pier, and at the spruce little steam-packet office just erected 
upon the shore — and then perceived Signor L. pacing up 
and down the meadow. He looked very handsome and 
summer-like in is broad-brimmed, low-crowned, straw hat 
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and grey linen coat. I rather surmise that Marie expected 
this vision at Starberg of our old acquaintance, although 
she expressed such pretty surprise. 

Soon we were all four being rowed in a little boat across 
the lake to the hamlet of Lione. We considered that our 
best plan was to enjoy the lake until we could ascertain 
precisely what the programme of the festival would present 
us with. There was the spectacle of the embarkation of 
royalty, we knew, promised as one pleasure, but we did not 
feel inclined to await this pleasure a couple of hours. Be- 
fore reaching Lione we began most seriously to anticipate 
breakfast, luncheon, dinner, or whatever you may choose 
to designate a meal at such an hour and under such cir- 
cumstances. By eleven o'clock we had grown so un- 
romantically hungry that without waiting to breakfast at 
Lione, as had been our intention, we besought our boatman 
to put us on shore at the very first place where food might 
be procured ; and we disembarked at a hamlet bearing a less 
romantic name than Lione, but where our boatmen assured 
us an equally good meal might be made. 

The gentlemen went into the kitchen to investigate the 
state of the larder, and Marie and I strolled up into the 
pleasant garden, or rather wilderness, which surrounds the 
little inn. Steep, gravelly, winding paths, led among deep 
grass and flowers up the hill-side, and were shaded by beech- 
trees just clothed in the exquisite tender verdure of their 
young leaves. At every lovely spot commanding a view 
of the sunny lake, a bench had been placed. And a table 
generally stood before the bench. 

Marie and I determined to select the most beautiful 
view and the shadiest and pleasantest spot in the whole 
garden as our breakfast-parlour; and behold the most 
beautiful and convenient had already been selected by a 
group of students, who were drinking beer and smoking in 
the loveliest of lovely rustic arbours, with a glorious view 
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of the lake and mountains lying below them : it really was 
too bad being defrauded of the most beautiful spot in the 
garden by young fellows who were smoking and beer- 
drinking; but as they formed a picturesque group with 
their scarlet caps and white shirt-sleeves, for they had 
flung off their coats the day being hot, I gradually for- 
gave them. The second best seat in the garden we dis- 
covered was as much infested with ants as the other had been 
"infested with youth" — to use the expression of an old 
Englishman ; therefore we were forced to content ourselves 
with the third best breakfast-parlour. Marie seated herself 
under the shadowy beech-trees, whilst I, to beguile my 
impatience for breakfast, began gathering a nosegay. First 
I plucked cowslips and grasses ; but, behold ! there were 
flowers here to be gathered, to my English eyes, far more 
precious than cowslips ; there were tufts of the small Alpine 
gentian, with its peacock blue so gorgeous in the sunlight ; 
there was the Trolius with its ball of gold; there were 
oxlips and a little plant creeping over the dry turf with a 
cistus leaf and pea-shaped orange and cream coloured 
blossom — an entirely new flower to me — and another plant 
yet more beautiful, and equally un-English, its blossom 
resembling a blue Verbenum, but its leaves soft and of 
tender green and oval-shaped, growing close to the earth. 
It had a faint, delicate perfume, such as our greenhouse 
primulas have. I noticed during the course of the day this 
lovely lilac flower growing in the greatest profusion in the 
rich grass around the lake. Marie, I fancy, thought me 
scarcely less childish in my joy over my odorous bouquet of 
wild flowers than her good old uncle and Signor L. had done 
when I discovered the host of blue hepaticas in the beech- 
woods near Schwanthaler's castle. Marie, it seemed, did 
not trouble her memory with the names of flowers ; which 
was an unlucky thing for me. 

VOL. II. b 
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It was well for us all that our spirits were unusually- 
gay this morning, else they might have been somewhat de- 
pressed by the uncomfortable dejeuner a lafourchette which 
was in due course spread for us beneath the tender beech- 
leaves. It consisted of indifferent coffee, sour wine, boiled 
beef like India-rubber, flabby veal, and miserable potato- 
salad. Nobody, however, seemed put at all out of humour 
by the unsatisfactory viands, and the little inn seemed to 
be particularly attractive to hungry souls — or rather bodies. 
The garden became quite animated ; first one group after 
another arrived and dispersed themselves about, and waiters 
and waitresses ran madly hither and thither. 

A much pleasanter object than the breakfast was the 
expanse of water which lay beneath and before us ; boats 
with their blue and white pennons were seen traversing it in 
every direction, and the white sails of a small yacht belonging 
to an Englishman resident at Munich were discerned across 
the lake like the wings of some large bird. And real white 
wings of birds, the wings of gulls, dipped ever and anon 
into the sunny waters, and then soared joyously into the 
sunny sky. But cannon booming across the lake, we 
hastened down to the shore, intending to await the approach 
of the little steamer. But upon nearer inspection we found 
that she still lay a moveless black mass in the distance ; 
and King Max not bearing as punctual a character as our 
Queen Victoria, we pursued our little voyage. 

The programme of the Fete, which we had procured at 
the inn, informed usthat there would be " Music at Possen- 
hofen;" and to Possenhofen consequently we would go, 
calling at Lione by the way. Possenhofen is on the oppo- 
site side of the lake to Lione. 

But our boatman had disappeared I No great loss, how- 
ever, for he was a surly fellow. Whilst the gentlemen 
were hunting about for another boat, one came towards the 
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landing-place filled with students and rowed by a woman ! 
" That's a curious sight to English eyes I" thought I to 
myself. As the boat put to shore for the students to land 
we perceived that this boat-woman was very handsome. 
" Let us sail with her !" we all exclaimed : and soon we 
were seated in her little boat on our way towards Lione. 

Signor L. wanted to row ; but the girl laughed saucily 
at him, and seizing the heavy oars with stalwart arms and 
vigorous strokes, she pulled away. 

" You know how to row \" she exclaimed, in her broad 
dialect : and her lovely grey eyes laughed merrily beneath 
her black headgear, and her rosy lips showed the whitest 
set of little teeth. How handsome she was ! Large of frame, 
with round, well-developed arms and hands, wliich were 
seen to advantage as she plied the oars ; the arms and 
hands were burnt a ruddy brown by the sun, but in form they 
were perfect. Beneath the black handkerchief which she 
had arranged hood- wise over her head, and which threw 
her face half into shadow, and the orange and crimson- 
striped handkerchief which was crossed over her bosom and 
tucked into her black boddice, you saw a round snowy 
throat. Her countenance was of a graceful oval contour, 
the features delicately chiselled and full of strength, ani- 
mation, and character, peculiarly charming. How pleasantly 
she laughed and nodded to her old father when he passed 
us rowing another boat ! he had a brilliant scarlet waist- 
coat on, which contrasted vividly against his white shirt 
sleeves and the blue sky beyond him. She formed a very 
beautiful picture, our boat- woman, seated there towards 
the prow of the boat, with the sunshine showering down 
upon her, and bringing out in marvellous brilliancy her 
figure quaintly attired in its peasant costume of blue woollen 
petticoat, bright blue stockings, and heavy shoes, black 
boddice, pink sleeves tucked up above the elbow, and 
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showing a piece of scarlet lining, orange handkerchief and 
black head-dress; and behind her the azure and silver 
Alps rose into an azure and silver heaven, her vigorously plied 
oars dipping meanwhile with a pleasant monotony into the 
clear sunny green waters. Thus our little bark, propelled by 
our beautiful boat- woman, glided past the greenest of beech- 
woods and the grassiest of meadows starred with myriads of 
delicate, brilliant flowers : sounds of distant music swelled 
voluptuously upon the gentle breeze, whilst ever and anon 
some gay festal party, with a white and blue pennon at the 
little boat's prow, and a wreath of flowers drooping grace- 
fully from it into the water, would pass us, or was seen in 
the distance slowly progressing along the lake like some 
large water-beetle. 

We paused at Lione only long enough to imagine how 
pleasantly a whole summer's day might be spent among its 
woods and meadows, or even a whole summer, your abode 
being in a quaint little Tyrolese cottuge. At Possenhofen, 
— where is a small chateau belonging to some Duchess, 
with pleasant gardens coming down to the water's edge, — 
we found a group of peasants crowding the pier, of course 
on the look-out for the steamer. Stepping on shore I saw 
a lovely bit of Munich artist-life. Upon a tiny promontory 
which jutted out into the lake, amid deep lush grass and 
lovely flowers, reclined two young painters. Painters at 
the first glance I knew them to be, from an unmistakeable 
air about them. One wore a blouse of dark green, 
the other a blouse of dark brown. They leaned upon their 
elbows in the cool herbage, the warm sunshine falling upon 
them, and the soft breeze blowing through their long hair 
their felt hats, and a large botanical case, lay beside them on 
the ground. Behind them were the twisted and gnarled 
trees of an old orchard bursting into the tender beauty of 
pear and apple-blossom, and through the checkered shadows 
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of the orchard wandered a gaily attired old peasant woman 
in her fur cap, leading by the hand a child dressed as 
quaintly and gaily as the old dame herself, only that instead 
of a fur cap the child wore a little kerchief tied over her 
round head. On one side of the young painters rose a 
screen of tall dry reeds, through the grey stems of which 
gleamed the sparkling lake, a lovely mirror reflecting the 
blue of heaven ; and above the reeds towered the distant 
mountains, of a fainter and more ethereal azure, with snowy 
peaks scarcely to be distinguished in the glare of noontide 
from the silver of floating clouds. 

On we rambled, past old orchards, and through grassy 
meadows as brimful of flowers as the meadows through 
which Angelico da Fiesole's rejoicing angels lead the blessed 
spirits of redeemed mortals. People were seen everywhere 
streaming along in happy groups, looking almost as full of 
joy as though indeed these were the fields of heaven instead 
of earth, along which they passed. Truly, this day at least, 
we were all redeemed from earth's cares and sadness, and 
were led along by God's angels, — Spring, and Beauty, and 
Peace, through fields of Paradise. Would to Heaven that we 
English as a nation yielded ourselves up more universally with 
simple worshipping hearts to the guidance of these angels ! 

All ranks, all ages, — old and young, rich and poor, parents, 
children, friends, acquaintance, lovers, citizens, parents, 
painters, poets, philosophers, — all streamed along, celebrat- 
ing by their rejoicing hearts God's glorious gife of May and 
Nature. 

On our way up into the woods we passed a small chapel 
standing close to the road. It was so small a chapel that it 
appeared scarcely more than a way-side shrine. It had a 
tiny belfry, was white-washed, and there was painting of pale 
sea-green about the belfry lattice-work windows. A large 
pear-tree grew close to the little chapel, and this pleasant 
May Sunday the pear-tree was like a tree of odorous snow, 
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so covered was it with blossom. Bees hummed about the 
pear-tree, the sun showered down its warm beams upon 
tree, chapel, and murmuring bees, and from the open door 
came a low monotonous chant. I looked in through the 
open door ; the little chapel was fall of peasants, about 
twelve women on one side kneeling, about twelve men 
kneeling on the other side : the men chanted in their 
deep bass, the women took up the chant with their 
shriller voices ; and when they paused you heard the bees 
hum, and over all, within and without, was the breath of 
May and the blessing of God. 

Higher up in the woods, too, how pleasant it was ! 
People arrived ever faster and faster : there were parties in 
carriages, with servants and grandeur ; there were parties 
on foot — the gentlemen with wreaths of ivy or stags' -horn 
moss twisted round their straw or felt hats, with gentians, 
cowslips, and those lovely primula flowers stuck into their 
button-holes — the ladies and children grasping great 
bouquets in their hands. Here were whole families, and 
little knots of friends ; there were parties of University 
students, of Academy students, of lads from the Gymnasium. 
Now I recognised one well-known Munich painter and his 
family, now another — and friends greeted friends, and 
fresh tables and seats were brought out from the near 
rustic inn, and groups sat upon benches on the grass, talk- 
ing, laughing, eating, drinking, and being right merry. 
Some, like ourselves, having greeted their acquaintance, 
and seen what was going on, returned to the lake. 

We found our boat and its handsome mistress awaiting 
us, and soon were landing upon a certain little island 
which had temptingly invited us all the morning, its trees 
and bushes seeming to rise out of the very water. But 
" distance in this instance had lent enchantment to the 
view." The island was in a very chaotic state, King Max 
having also thought the island attractive, and preparations 
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being made for the building of a small royal villa, and for 
the laying-out of gardens. The only thing we discovered 
worthy of remark was a cowardly bull-dog, who, with much 
violent manifestation of anger and loud barkings, opposed 
our landing, but who, perceiving our bold determination 
and undaunted firmness, put his tail with craven air be- 
tween his legs, and fairly ran away ! — never, certainly, was 
such a bully of a bull-dog seen before ! 

We returned to Possenhofen just in time to witness the 
reception of the steamer there, as she gaily passed with 
flying streamers, garlands, and royalty, on board. Very 
brilliant, indeed, she looked, with a bevy of elegantly dressed 
ladies walking about the deck beneath an awning, and 
with the young King and Queen, and Prince Adelbert, 
graciously replying to the shouts and wavings of caps, hats, 
and handkerchiefs, from the shore. The King's voice was 
heard to say something about " Lebe Hoch Starnberg !" 
and on the little steamer passed. And now we in our 
boat, steered by our beautiful pilotess, followed in the wake 
of royalty towards Starnberg and — dinner. 

But it would be a weariful history were I to describe all 
our first futile attempts to procure refreshment at the great 
inn with the semi-Tyrolean architecture. Suffice it to 
say, that finding we might wait there till Doomsday ap- 
parently — though capital dinners were being devoured on 
all hands — in despair and hunger we decamped to a smaller 
inn. And truly now I began to be satisfied as to the 
crowds which would flock to the Starnberg Festival ; and 
more than satisfied ! In this little inn, fearing lest if we 
sat in the garden far away from the kitchen we might be 
forgotten, we took up our station in a room which was 
decorated for the evening's ball. There we waited and 
waited, devoured with hunger and impatience, amid clouds 
of tobacco-smoke, and bushels of beer-tankards, and 
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emptied coffee-cups, enduring martyrdom for the sake of 
procuring dinner — sometime. People would accuse me of 
exaggeration were I to say how long we waited ; therefore 
I will content myself with saying "ages" The only 
pleasant sight upon which my eyes rested this weariful 
time, was a group of Academy students, who entered the 
smoky room, carrying long ivy-trails in their hands, and 
with ivy wreathed picturesquely round their broad-brimmed 
hats and Raphaelesque caps. What a group of happy life 
and nature-enjoying youths they looked ! — their young, 
earnest faces, burnt and ruddied by the hot sun, and their 
keen painter-eyes sparkling with joy which intense worship 
of nature, such as the painter alone knows, had sent welling 
up from their hearts. 

As I sat looking at this group, my soul sang a hymn 
of thanksgiving for the glory which Art may and does 
so frequently cast over life. In holiest colours the 
whole joy of the painter's life, and especially of the 
Art-Student's life, rose up before me, — that life of aspira- 
tion yet of humility, the more blessed through this 
humility ! that life of eager endeavour, of hope, and of 
onward progress — that life where the duty is to yield up the 
soul to the love, worship, and understanding of the beauty 
created by the Divine Artist ; and, when clothed in the 
neophyte's robe of purity, the glories of the holy temple of 
nature are gradually unfolded before the astounded, wor- 
shipping eyes I It often seems to me that the life of one 
of these young German painters might be a life as nearly 
approaching perfect beauty and bliss as any human life is 
permitted to be — at all events there are many elements of 
beauty in it. These painters live much less fettered by 
conventionality than the same class with us; they live in a 
country where the symbolism of art everywhere surrounds 
them; where the sordid cares of life usually press less 
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heavily upon them, and where a spirit of peculiarly noble 
aspiration and grandeur in art floats through the land. As 
a woman, and therefore only seeing this art-life in the 
Germans from a peculiar point of view, and by not mingling 
in it except at certain beautiful, poetical moments, I may 
draw a picture in my imagination only of its brightest, 
noblest phase ; but that phases of intensest loveliness do 
adorn it, is as true as that divinest poetry fills the world. 

But to return to a commoner, though at the moment a 
very engrossing interest. Dish after dish did we see borne 
past us to other guests, who doubtless were also famishing ; 
but our dishes never arrived, though they were each 
time promised " immediately ." One old gentleman 
especially excited my envy, as I saw a capital roast fowl 
carried up to him. 

" Don't envy him, Fraulein \" observed an acquaintance 
of Baron H.'s, who had joined us whilst we had been 
waiting in this detestable apartment ; " don't envy him, 
poor soul ! he has been waiting ever since two o'clock for 
that fowl, and it is now five ! I have waited for coffee ever 
since three ! Be thankful if your dinner arrives before 
the ball commences !" And verily I believe we might 
have waited until the ball-supper itself, had not this bene- 
volent acquaintance volunteered to rush into the kitchen 
and lay violent hands upon the first dish he encountered. 
Soon after his return, enter, amid looks of triumph on the 
part of our " friend in need/' fowl, coffee, and salad ! I 
do not, however, believe it had been through physical force 
that we had obtained our dinner, but through the influence 
with the Kellnerins of his remarkably handsome face. 

During all this waiting we had lost the Regatta : but the 
sequel of the Regatta we did not lose. Musicians ascended 
into the orchestra, which at first we supposed was the fore- 
runner of the ball, but this was simply that as the name of 
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each successful candidate in the boat-race received his 
prize the musicians might trumpet forth his triumph. A 
man with a white cockade on his coat read aloud the 
names of the successful boatmen, and from a crowd of 
weather-beaten men standing at the opposite end of the 
room, one by one, with bashful mien and delighted faces, 
they approached and received the prizes and decorations. 
Of course much of the company from the garden crowded 
into the room to see this spectacle. 

Thankful indeed was I when Marie and I, leaving the 
gentlemen to enjoy their cigars, emerged from the room, 
stifling with its mingled fumes of tobacco and dinner, into 
the fresh evening air. Without all was animation : people 
were arriving for the ball \ people were laughing, chatting, 
and drinking, — of course that eternal beer and coffee. 

Evening was sinking calmly over the lovely landscape, 
and Baron H., and his two friends, joining us, we strolled 
down towards the lake. All looked so exquisitely beautiful 
in the sunset light, that again we said, " Suppose we take a 
boat ?" The mountain peaks glowed with tints of rose 
and lilac, the pearly sky was flecked with crimson and 
brilliant orange : on one hand rose the moon, whilst on the 
other the sun sank behind the sloping shore, which was now 
turned to a dull olive-green in the approaching twilight. 
Moon and sunset-clouds werereflected in the peaceful waters; 
now one star came forth in the translucent heavens, now 
another, just above the darkening mountains, and seeming 
to rest upon a jagged peak. Silence sank dreamily over 
all things. The delicious hush alone was broken by the 
gentle plash of the oars, and the singing of my com- 
panions : they sang several of Mendelssohn's Volks Lieder. 

A fire suddenly bursting forth on the shore, its ruddy 
flame reflected in the lake's mirror reminded us of the 
illumination, and we hastened our return. Doubtless from 
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the lake itself would have been the most effective spot 
from which to have viewed the bonfires and fireworks, 
but we thought of damp, of fogs, and of consumptions, 
and prudently returned to terra firma, where, aarwe set 
foot, we were greeted by a loud chorus of frogs, which far 
outcroaked the sounds of merriment proceeding from the 
little town. Lights shone forth from the hotel windows, 
telling of the merry doings within. Crowds filled the 
streets, crowds filled the garden of the inn where we had 
dined : the Pavilion in the garden, which contained the 
ball-room, was like a huge lantern. We looked in. The 
ball had not commenced, but the supper had ; ladies, not 
in ball-room costume, but without their bonnets, and some 
wearing flowers in their hair, and gentlemen who, doubt- 
less, had smartened themselves up a little after the fatigues 
and dust of the day, were seated at long tables, in a kind 
of gallery, in front of the ball-room. I had been curious 
to know the class of people who remained for the dancing, 
and to see what a rural ball of this description waA like. 
And now, although the dancing had not commenced, I was 
quite satisfied, and could picture the waltzes, polkas, and 
cotillions, which would be danced in the still empty ball- 
room, of which we caught a glimpse through the open 
door, all gay with its blue, scarlet, and white festoons of 
drapery, supported by gilt anchors. 

Report of cannon told that the fireworks were about to 
commence, — and people hastened out into the meadows 
towards the lake. Uprose a rocket like a long fiery ser- 
pent, and fell into a shower of lilac stars over the water. 
Another, and another, rose ! Then suddenly the monastic 
looking Town-hall, standing upon its hill, gleamed out 
magically through the soft gloom of the May night, 
illumined with a warm rose colour, now with a pale yellow 
green, as though it were built of tinted light. And the 
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little church across the lake, crowning the hill above Lionc, 
gleamed forth a pale spectral sea-green, as if replying to 
the Starnberg signal. And villas, churches, and villages 
exchanged their spectral greetings across the lake, whose 
placid mirror ever reflected them. From the shores shot 
up, in rapid succession, long, red tongues of flame, like 
wild sacrificial fires burning upon pagan altars : the flames 
rising steadily on the unruffled waters, whilst smoke curled 
in white volumes ruddily illumined by the fires. Above 
all shone the quiet broad moon, smiling down through the 
May night, and reflecting her calm face in a rivulet which 
murmured through the meadows. The moonlight gleamed 
like frosted silver upon the ripple of the streamlet and 
upon the long grass which, in places, grew in the stream, 
and was carried along by it, just covered with the waters. 
All else was a transparent, murmuring gloom ; whilst, with 
the most marvellous delicacy, sharp black shadows were 
caat across the frosted silver from the sprays of foliage and 
long grasses growing upon the bank. This little bit of 
Nature's illumination was the most magical and beautiful 
of all the illuminations of this lovely May Festival. 

In the midst of these illuminations, divine and human, 
the steamer, hung with lamps and garlands, was once more 
to sail forth upon the lake. But this we did not stay to 
witness, for now we mounted into our omnibus, very happy 
but very weary, and jolted back to Munich ; the moon 
shining down among the old pine trees in the Royal Park, 
and showing us, not only the trees and the long procession 
of royal carriages, with six horses each and postilions and 
fiery-lamps rushing past us, but groups also of deer feeding 
quietly by the road-side. At one spot I saw a milk-white 
doe — the ghost of a doe it might have been — and as she 
heard the noise of wheels she fled, like a spirit, into the 
dark glades of the wood. About two in the morning we 
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found ourselves returning to our homes through the 
deserted moonlit streets of Munich, the houses in the 
Dult Platz looking as if built out of a gigantic box of 
Dutch toys, with their closed, sleeping windows, and their 
stiff rows of clipped acacia-trees rising up before them. 
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CHAPTER VII. 

FUNERAL OF THE DUCHESS OF LEUCHTENBERG. THE SENDLING 

BATTLE AND OLD MUNICH. 

May 18th. — That poor old Duchess, who looked so mag- 
nificent at the Landwehr Ball in her satin and jewels, with 
her hat sparkling with diamonds and her cheeks brilliant 
with rouge, and whom this spring I have constantly seen 
driving out of her handsome palace in her handsome 
coach, is dead ! She died after a very short illness. Every 
one is relating beautiful things about her. She was King 
Ludwig's sister, and widow of Eugene Beauharnais, and 
was related to a number of crowned heads and grandees ; 
and was the possessor of the celebrated Leuchtenberg col- 
lection of paintings. 

To-day the poor old corpse, as it lay in state, has been 
visited by all Munich — by all the bourgeoisie at least. I 
observed a crowd before the gates of the Leuchtenberg 
Palace, and stopped to see what was going on. Presently 
the huge gates opened, the crowd made a rush, and half of 
the people were received within the gateway. I found 
myself in the foremost rank of the remaining half of the 
crowd, and closely pressed up against the re-closed gates. 
There we waited a full hour, and the crowd was a detest- 
able crowd. There did not seem a particle of awe or 
reverence for the spectacle they were about to witness. I 
stood squeezed up against the bronze gates, fearfully ex- 
pecting to be precipitated head-foremost by the crowd 
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behind, whenever the gates should open, or to be crushed, 
whilst waiting, against the embossed ornaments upon the 
gates. Luckily, however, no such accident occurred. 

But if the crowd had behaved in an irreverent manner 
outside the house of death, within they behaved even 
worse ; rushing up-stairs, laughing, and making a terrible 
hubbub. I was well pleased that gendarmes, and solemn 
servants, at the head of the staircase, stood ready to 
rebuke them. Passing through one or two rooms where 
furniture stood about in desolate disorder, the crowd 
crushed into a small room hung with black cloth and 
escutcheons, and lighted brilliantly with numerous waxen 
tapers. In the centre of the room, upon a high couch 
draped with black, decorated with blooming flowers, and 
surrounded with tapers burning in tall golden candlesticks, 
reclined the corpse ; it was arrayed in black velvet. The 
pale brow was crowned with a tiara, from which fell, half 
concealing the figure, a long veil of white lace. There was 
rouge no longer upon the white cheeks. You were more 
than ever struck with the commanding profile, and pecu- 
liarly arched eye-brows. There was something very solemn 
and affecting in the face. 

Round the room knelt her court-ladies, shrouded in long 
black veils, and several gentlemen in brilliant uniforms. 
On one side of the room rose a small altar, where, at 
certain periods of the day, mass was celebrated. To- 
morrow is to be the funeral. 

The Duchess is said to have been singularly beautiful in 
her youth. It was related to me by Fraulein Sanchen, that 
when in Italy, the peasants fell down and prayed before her, 
believing her to be the " Madonna." This seems to be a 
popular legend here. 

May 19/A. — At four o'clock this afternoon the grand 
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funeral took place. I went to a house in the Theatine 
Strasse to witness the procession. Already at two o'clock, 
whilst I was at the studio, I heard the tolling of the 
Church bells. But funeral bells toll here in a much less 
mournful way than the English Passing-bell. As I crossed 
the Odeon Platz, at one corner of which the Leuchtenberg 
Palace is situated, I noticed a number of soldiers in their 
blue and white uniforms, drawn up before the palace. 
Close to the doors of the Theatine Church stood a knot of 
priests, with a tall crimson banner leaning against the wall. 
Soldiers were drawn up on either side of the Theatine 
Strasse. 

The house from which I viewed the spectacle is opposite 
to the abode of the Russian Ambassador. The Theatine 
Strasse is one of the old streets, and full of picturesque 
detail, which considerably enhanced the effect of the pro- 
cession as it approached. Of course the street was thronged 
with people standing in thick rows behind the soldiers who 
lined the causeways. Of course, too, all the windows were 
crowded. Opposite to us at a window in the principal 
itage of the Ambassador's house was a knot of ladies in 
black. There at a window close by was the picturesque head 
of a priest of the Greek Church to be see a. 

A long train of servants belonging to the nobility headed 
the funeral procession. They bore burning torches with 
them ; their liveries were of all descriptions and colours. 
One man was especially remarkable from wearing a gor- 
geous Hungarian costume of scarlet and light blue trimmed 
with silver lace ; he wore a high cap which had a deal of 
scarlet about it, and a tall stiff feather. He was an un- 
usually tall man, and this cap made him look gigantic. 
These were the servants of King Max and of the other 
royal and ducal households. The dead Duchess's servants, 
all wearing crape upon their arms and streaming from their 
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cocked hats. The smoke rising from their torches hung in 
the air above the procession like a funereal veil. 

Next came the different Brotherhoods attached to the 
churches, and who always give great picturesqueness to 
the processions here : the old men bare-headed, and mo- 
notonously chanting as they followed the banners and 
crucifixes, which were borne by men and boys wearing white 
linen and the colours of their banner and crucifix canopy. 
Scarlet, blue, amler, violet, green, and russet, made the 
street most brilliant in colouring. All was gay to the eye, 
but mournful to the ear from the monotonous murmur of 
the old men's voices. Next followed, in equal number, 
trains of priests in black and white, many of them singing, 
and some preceded by a crucifix. There was the small 
band of Franciscan Friars, wearing linen robes above their 
brown frocks, the picturesque cowls hanging over the white 
linen. There were the priests of the Hof-Kapelle, with 
broad violet ribbons suspending a small golden cross around 
the neck. And there were priests in violet and scarlet 
preceding the Archbishop, who advanced slowly along, a 
mass of gold embroidery, — his golden robes supported on 
either hand by golden-robed priests : he bore a rich silver 
crosier in his hand, and upon his head a rich white mitre. 

And now came on the hearse, surrounded by the court- 
pages in blue and white. The coffin lay upon a throne 
covered with a black velvet pall, emblazoned with the 
Leuchtenberg arms. A black canopy shaded the coffin ; 
decorations and diamond stars glittered at the foot of the 
coffin. Lions veiled with crape appeared at the foot of the 
throne, as if guarding the royal dead. 

The funeral-car was driven by the deceased Duchess's 
old coachman, and drawn by six of her beautiful horses 
caparisoned in trappings of black and gold. 

The hearse was followed by the Royal Princes and the 
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principal Bavarian nobility, all walking ; by the members 
of the various royal households here, by ambassadors from 
foreign courts, by the chief officers of the Bavarian army, 
by the Professors of the University wearing their rich 
coloured robes, and by the Magistracy. The Militia termi- 
nated the procession. Trumpets brayed forth, and the 
dull sound of muffled drums was heard as the train passed 
along ; the soldiers presenting arms as the hearse rolled 
by. And thus the body of the widow of Eugene Beau- 
harnais was conveyed to the church of St. Michael, to repose 
beside the ashes of her husband. 

Rain began to fall, much to the discomfort of the pro- 
cession. It returned straggling and drenched through the 
wet streets ; the military bands breaking forth into joyous 
music. 

Mr. von D. told me last evening the history belonging to 
the huge grave in the Sendling Church-yard, which, together 
with the frescoed battle-piece upon the walls of the little 
church, and the small monument erected upon the mound 
by a certain Philip v. Zwackh "in memory of the slain," 
has long interested my imagination by its mournful poetry. 

It was in the year 1705, the year after the great battle 
of Blenheim, when Europe was devouring her very heart 
in contests about the " Spanish Succession," that the 
Bavarian peasantry rose en masse. They were smarting 
under the bitter vengeance of the Austrian government, 
who visited the sins of the princes upon the people ; they 
were ground to the very dust by imposts and cruelty, and 
had already in public assembly addressed the diet of Regens- 
burg, declaring that " necessity forced them to arms." 

Two students, Plinganser and Mendl, placed them- 
selves at the head of the peasant insurgents, and were 
everywhere victorious. Various of the nobility joined them ; 
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but this in the end only led to the betrayal of the peasants. 
On they marched victoriously towards Munich, whither 
the Imperial General Kreichbaum had been despatched 
with reinforcements. 

The Vorstadt-Au was already in full insurrection. The 
giant mountaineer, the Smith Baltes or Sibaldus of 
Kochel, with his two sons, led on the excited people with 
the cry of " Save the children \" a rumour being afloat 
that the young Bavarian princes were to be carried out of 
the land. One of the city gates was forced, Sibaldus with 
his " Morgen-stern" slaying an Austrian sentinel; and a 
bloody and fierce conflict ensued. 

The peasants, relying upon aid from the nobles within 
the city who had joined their side, fought long and bravely, 
but no succour reached their little band : fighting on foot, 
and between the fire of the Austrians from the city and of 
General Kreichbaum in their rear, they fled towards the 
village of Sendling, where, rallying round the little church, 
these peasants fought like lions ; old Sibaldus and his 
sons falling among the slain. It is said that five hundred 
perished. The wounded were carried back to Munich, 
and exposed in the streets during the rigour of the Christ- 
mas night. The battle was fought upon Christmas Day. 

Misery fell, of course, with only ten-fold bitterness upon 
the peasantry ; beheadings, drawings and quarterings, muti- 
lations, grievous fines and imprisonments, being the sole 
wages received by the survivors of the conflict. 

Historians tell us that " the ringleaders were beheaded ;" 
but the popular voice relates a termination to Plinganser's 
history which rings in one's heart like a lovely ballad of 
Uhland. 

Long years after this battle fought upon the Christmas 
Day around the church, the Bavarian Elector was hunting 
in a wood at some distance from Munich : he encountered 
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an old beggar on his path, — an old man clothed in rags, 
and having lost an arm and leg. 

" Who are you, my poor man ?" demanded the Elector; 
" and where did you lose your arm and leg?" 

" I am Plinganser !" proudly replied the old beggar ; 
" and I lost my arm and leg fighting for Bavaria against 
Austria \" 

Down from his horse alighted the Elector, took the 
beggar by his one remaining hand, mounted him upon his 
horse, and bare-headed walked beside him ; and thus with 
music triumphantly sounding before them, he conducted 
the brave old man back to Munich. Through the city-gate 
he led him where the conflict had raged so fiercely, and on 
towards the old Palace, where the Electress and her ladies 
were summoned forth to receive the old man. The bells 
rang out from all the churches ; the cannon boomed ; the 
beggar was led into the Palace ; the Elector himself took 
off his rags, clothed him in fine linen, washed his feet, 
combed his hair, and seated him at his right hand. 

And not alone, says the voice of the people, was this 
the honour of a day, but as long as the hero lived he 
dwelt in the palace as a beloved and cherished brother of 
the Elector. 

Mr. von D. says, that some years ago a Munich poet 
wrote a drama upon this incident, and that his play had an 
astounding success. It was acted fifteen nights running, 
the audience coming to the theatre in Tyrolean costume, 
and bursting forth into long shouts of applause at 
each expression of liberty, and contempt of Austria. So 
great was the excitement, that the Austrian government 
remonstrated, and after fifteen nights' success the play was 
not only withdrawn from the stage, but all copies of it 
destroyed. 

To withdraw the memory of the Sedlinger Battle from 
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the hearts of the people would be no such easy task ; it is 
their Thermopyle. Not alone do peasants from the moun- 
tains visit the grave of Sibaldus and his followers, repeat 
prayers before it, sprinkle it with holy water, and then 
with awe-struck looks regard the fresco ; but Philip von 
Zwackh instituted a mass for the souls of the slain, 
and each autumn a pilgrimage visits it from the Au 
suburb, " to pray for the souls so suddenly departed from 
among them." And the Guild of Carpenters pilgrimage 
each summer to the far-famed " Maria Eich," there to 
pray for these patriot souls. 

I was told another little incident, which, although of 
an entirely different character, has also a touch of ballad 
romance in it. It related to a certain old Electress, who, 
all her life long, had been selling her soul for gold, and 
strange rumours of whom yet cling around the Maxburg 
and the old Residenz. Returning from Austria in a heavy 
coach, attended by her gentlewomen, and bringing back 
money in an iron chest, — her revenue, as an Austrian 
Princess, which she had been to fetch, — the coach was upset, 
and she crushed to death beneath the iron-chest containing 
her treasure ! 

I have been seeking in vain for some work on Munich 
which shall quench my thirst after the old histories and 
legends haunting the older portions of the city. A little 
book, the " Miinchener Hundert und Eins" (A Hundred 
and One Things about Munich) is, as yet, the nearest ap- 
proach to what I require : but, being bare of detail, it 
does little more than strengthen my craving after these 
old memories. 

Still I have discovered that an effigy of a " Wurm," a 
dragon-like serpent to be seen upon the corner house of 
the Wein-Strasse, as you enter the Schrannen-Platz, is 
placed there in memory of a certain Wurm which dwelt, 
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in old times, near Munich, — perhaps upon the shores of 
the WurmSeef This Wurtn, flying over Munich, is 
said to have caused, by its venomous breath, the earliest of 
the great plagues which have at various epochs ravaged 
the city. The author of the " Hundert und Eins " avers 
that the legend told to his childish ears was, that upon the 
Schranncn Platz this terrible Wurm alighted, and was 
shot dead by one of the cannon planted there ! 

I have also discovered that one of the tall red towers of 
the Frauen Kirche, which, with their dome-like termina- 
tion, give a character so peculiar to distant Munich, is 
haunted ; and that from the other a love-lorn damsel flung 
herself at the end of the last century ! I read also of 
terrible persecutions of the Jews, of old customs, of 
which the Metzger Sprung and the ScKaffler Tarn are 
remnants \ of gateways and towers, similar to the Falken- 
Turm — one of which was the Torture-Tower — having been 
destroyed within the memory of man. I read of the 
Emperor Ludwig the Bavarian's Munich, traces of 
which may still be discovered by earnest seekers; of 
Munich of the Middle Ages I read ; of Munich in the 
desolation of the Thirty Years' War, when Gustavus 
Adolphus pronounced her "the golden saddle upon the 
lean horse ;" and of Munich in the age of Prince Eugene. 
But diving down into the oldest portions of the town, 
where frescoes, bleached by the sun, winds, and rains of 
centuries, arc fading on the walls — where heavy browed 
archways reveal mouldering stairs leading up into the tall, 
many-storied houses — where the walls, and tall roofs, and 
desolate towers, are black with age — and where, beneath 
low arches, rush dismal, rapid streams ; of all these I find no 
detailed clironicle. And when, as the other day, visiting the 
Mint, I found myself standing within the old court-yard, 
encircled with a double gallery of noble rounded arches, and 
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asking its history and purport, was told " here were held the 
Ducal tournaments in old times/' — then do I feel the spirit of 
an antiquarian awake within me, and an unappeasable long- 
ing after old memories and traditions seize my imagination. 

As I have already observed, Old and New Munich are 
fraught with an entirely separate poetry, and present 
totally different aspects. The character of the people in 
the streets is different — the gaily attired peasants throng- 
ing the quaint old streets, market-places, and covered 
passages; and their primitive wagons, and the heavy 
brewers' drays rumbling and jolting along the uneven pave- 
ments ; whilst, in the newer city, elegantly attired ladies 
and gentlemen aristocratically saunter about, or roll along 
in their carriages, with every now and then a royal carriage 
dashing past. 

But different in aspect as are these two portions of 
Munich at the first view, upon nearer investigation one 
proves to be but a modern development of the other, as 
King Ludwig is only a fuller development of the artistic 
germ which is implanted in his race. 

This new Munich, proceeding from the brain of the 
artist-souled king, who, as it has justly been observed, 
"could abandon his crown, but could not abandon his 
art," with its Glyptothek, its Old and New Pinakothek, 
its Kunst Ausstellung, its Sieges-Thor, its Feldherren 
Halle, its Basilica, its Hof-Kapelle, its Au-Church, its 
Rhumes Halle, and Bavaria with its two splendid new 
wings to the old Palace, with its noble Ludwig Strasse, 
containing the Royal Library, Blind Institution, Damen 
Stift, University Jesuits' College, and Ludwig's Church; 
this new Munich, I repeat, enriched with innumerable 
great works in fresco— historic, poetic, religious — of 
Cornelius, Kaulbach, Schnorr, and Hess, with its statues 
of Schwanthaler, Thorwaldsen, and Rauch, with each im- 
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portant event in the Bavarian annals chronicled in paint- 
ing, sculpture, or architecture, is indeed a wonderful little 
city, and unique in these modern days. And when we 
reflect that King Ludwig has called around him such men 
as Yon Klenze, Gartner, and Ziebland as architects ; 
Cornelius, Schnorr, Kaulbach, and Hess as painters, to 
create and adorn this city, giving them glorious scope in 
which to develope their various genius, and has in every 
possible way fostered and encouraged art in all its branches, 
— has founded the Glass and Porcelain painting establish- 
ments, and the Bronze Foundry, and has led to the revival 
and perfection of fresco and encaustic painting, and to the 
discovery of Sterrio-chromie,— one is inclined to regard him 
as the sole art-monarch of his race. 

Looking, however, back into the history of the old city, 
— first we have the Emperor, Ludwig the Bavarian, as the 
beautifier of Munich, — the Emperor whose triumphal 
entrance into Munich after the Battle of Miihldorf, King 
Ludwig, with reverence, has had chronicled in fresco 
upon the Isar Gate, by which he is said to have entered 
the city, — the gate itself being built, by King Ludwig's 
command, in exact imitation of the one dating from the 
Emperor's time. 

Then we have Duke Sigismund, the builder in the 
fifteenth century of the Prauen Kirche, and the diffuser, 
through this and other works, of a strong artistic spirit 
and activity among the people ; Albert V., a century later, 
assembling around him men of learning as his counsellors 
of state, and summoning painters, sculptors, architects, 
and musicians to his court, for the adornment of his 
capital and the delectation of his private life. Among 
those foreign artists came Orlando di Lasso, whose statue 
King Ludwig has had erected, together with that of Gluck, 
born in Rhenish Bavaria, in front of the Odeon, and who. 
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in Albert's time, filled the Churches of Munich with sweet 
music. And there is the Elector Maximilian, spite of the 
horrors of the Thirty Years' War, building the old 
Resedenz, one of the architectural marvels of his century. 
And all working earnestly in the direction of art, — blinded 
at times, it is true, by the grossness of the age in which 
they lived, but working earnestly according to their 
lights ! 

It is a pleasant thought, this artistic link between the 
Old and New Cities of Munich, — between King Ludwig 
and his predecessors. 



Here occurs a break in the diary of a few months, 
occasioned by a visit to England. 
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CHAPTER Vm. 



UTUKX TO HUXICH. 



Xorvmber, 1851. — I am again here. Of our journey I 
will not speak, untQ we leached Heidelberg. It was about 
one o'clock in the day. The sun shone brightly, and cast 
lovely passing shadows across the beautiful chain of hills, as 
we rushed across the plain by railway from Manheim. And 
now we wei^ rattling firtjm the station in an omnibus, between 
the rows of trees skirting the Botanic Garden. How beauti- 
ful did all look beneath the autumn sun, and gay with 
autumn tints ! " Isabel, look !" exclaimed I to my present 
companion, who was now in Germany for the first time; "do 
you see that blue roof of a summer-house up in the Tine- 
yard? There, below it, is our old house with the bright 
green roof! Isabel, this is the old Manheim Gate ! Is 
not this street old-fashioned, and is rot the whole town 
old-fashioned? Do you see that odd cart and those lean 
horses, with their bells and pointed collars? And do you 
see those young men? those are students !" 

And now we are at the Badenischen Hof, where we 
only stop to see our rooms, and then hurry out to look 
about us. It was the time of the October Fair; and 
in the Parade Plata was the Dutch woman in her pictu- 
resque costume, and with her pretty doll-like face, baking 
and selling " Waffeln." All was just as of old, and we 
walked through it, for Isabel to have a peep at a German 
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Fair, and then on to the Castle. I leave you to imagine 
the beauty of the scene from the Castle terrace, where we 
watched the sunset. The town and plain, and winding 
river, and distant Haardt mountains half veiled by violet 
haze; the castle rising from amid the gorgeous autumn 
tints of coral and gold which sobered the red tone of the 
castle into a warm grey, and telling dark against the sun- 
set sky, which was crimson and amber and lemon colour 
gradating into pale azure, and flecked with sombre clouds 
of dusky grey and dove-colour. I never saw the castle 
look more magnificent ; and all was solemn and gorgeous, 
and full of a mournful poetry. 

As we returned through the town, Isabel had a peep 
through a window into a students' Kneip, where we saw 
them all jollily drinking and playing at cards, with 
statuettes of Goethe and Schiller, and other poets, arranged 
round the room. It was a capital bit of German student- 
life! 

We were advised the next morning not to go up the 
Neckar in the little steamer ; but I was obstinate, and we 
went. It was a dull morning, and the silence, the gloom, 
the mournfulness of the day, harmonized wonderfully with 
the scenery. Those round, swelling hills, crowned with 
their forests, now gorgeous with autumn colouring, — that 
swollen river up which we slowly progressed, — the absence 
of all human and animal life on the banks, — had a solemn 
influence upon the mind. I could have believed that our 
spirits had flown back into long past ages, and that this was 
the day on which Siegfried was stabbed whilst hunting 
amid these hills; that his sad, beautiful corpse yet lay 
beneath some of the old oaks with crimson and yellow 
leaves falling upon it, or was borne mournfully by his 
friends home through these solitudes upon its bier of 
branches, and that the trees, and the sky, and the rivers — all 
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nature mourned over the hero. Never was a day a greater 
contrast than this to my last sail up the Neckar : then all 
nature was full of fresh life; the trees clothed in their 
earliest leaves, the most luxuriant flowers and foliage 
dipping their beautiful sprays and festoons into the clear 
green waters, birds singing, the sun showering down his 
beneficent beams upon the forest and the hills and little 
towns and hamlets, and upon the pleasant groups of 
peasants busy upon the river banks : but my own soul was 
sick with an unspeakable anguish. This time all nature 
seemed to mourn, all human life to have vanished from the 
shores ; and yet within me I had an assurance of happiness, 
such a delicious peace, that the very mournfulness was a 
sort of solemn repose to me. 

Isabel was much delighted. But the day was a long 
and fatiguing one ; when it grew dark we retired to our 
little cabin, but though we had it all to ourselves, we were 
anything but comfortable. We were heartily glad, after 
fourteen hours on the Neckar, to find ourselves in a tolerable 
inn at Heilbronn. 

But poor Isabel was really ill when we arrived. Who 
does not know how the change of scene, and the diet, and 
the excitement of every thing, and the smells and the dirt, 
and the hurry of travelling, always affect one on first going 
abroad ? She has not even yet recovered her taste, and 
says she feels all taste, all body, till she hates herself. She 
wishes she had no sense of smell or taste. But the quiet 
of our rooms, a dinner which an English acquaintance 
cooked yesterday, some wholesome bread from our old 
baker here, and a cup of real English tea, have done her 
good. For myself I was very hungry all the way, and ate 
and drank to Isabel's astonishment. 

From Heilbronn we started at six in the morning by 
railway for Sussen, where we arrived by nine o'clock. I 
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saw a Stell-wagen waiting for passengers to Niirdlingen, 
and of course supposed it to be the same by which I had 
so rapidly travelled in the spring from Nordlingen to 
Siissen. Our luggage was immediately piled on the top, 
and in we mounted. , 

" Isabel, dear, put that shawl round your feet ; let us 
arrange ourselves comfortably," said I. 

" It is not of much consequence, as we shall get out 
again in a few minutes," returned Isabel. 

" In a few hours you mean," said I. 

" Hours r exclaimed Isabel, who had felt unwell all 
morning. 

" Yes, for six hours, poor Isabel," said I, full of com- 
passion; and added, addressing a fellow-passenger, "Not 
more than six?" 

" Twelve at least," was the reply. 

Imagine our looks of horror. Yes, and so it was. The 
omnibus, now that the Great Exhibition was over, had 
returned to its old slow ways. It crawled up hill and 
down ; no longer were horses waiting ready harnessed at 
the different post-stations, and the omnibus rushing on with- 
out more than a minute's pause. We alighted several 
times in the course of the day, and remained at wayside inns, 
miserably devoured with impatience, whilst the driver 
guzzled beer and the passengers devoured sour-kraut and 
sausage. Up, up we slowly ascended bleak, wild, desolate hill 
sides by interminable winding roads; the woods ceased; 
higher and higher we ascended, till we reached a desolate, 
wild plain which stretches on, and on, and on. It is the 
Hochebene, the elevated plain on which stands Munich ; but 
we were yet many a mile from Munich. Here and there 
was a melancholy village, or solitary, dilapidated castle or 
tower ! Now you passed through a birch-wood, where were 
charcoal burners' huts, and where from the black pyramid of 
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charcoal rose curling through the leafless trees a slender 
column of blue smoke into the mournful, leaden sky. Now 
you came to a shepherd tending his flock upon a damp, spongy 
common, where the horizon-line was only broken by a soli- 
tary, tall cross ; now we rattled into a village, — snow half- 
melted lay on the roofs, the street was ankle deep in sludge, 
the bell tolled mournfully through the damp air. It was 
All Saints' Day ; the peasant- women, dressed in their quaint 
head-dress of long black ribbons, and with their black and 
striped petticoats ; the men in their long blue coats and 
cocked hats were hastening through mud and damp with 
garlands to decorate the graves of their friends, and pray 
for their souls in the church. 

We alighted at a wretched inn. Isabel was half choked 
by the bad air of the one common sitting-room, which was 
the only place we could enter. There was a huge, quaint 
iron stove making every corner of the room warm ; peasants 
were drinking and smoking near it ; two travellers of a 
somewhat higher grade were sitting at a table covered with 
a white cloth, devouring soup, and there were plates laid 
for us. It was very dirty, and very close, and very 
poverty-stricken ; but very picturesque. Light fell through 
a checked blind of a dull pink into the nook behind the 
screen. A shrine, containing a hideous Madonna and 
dead Christ, hung in the corner upon the white-washed 
wall. Children with plaited hair and short petticoats were 
playing on the uneven boarded floor. The landlord, a 
man resembling a tadpole in figure, with large head and 
spindle legs, all the more spindling because cased in 
black velvet breeches and black worsted stockings, joked 
and served beer to the jolly, loud-talking peasants. 

Once more we stopped for half an hour at a village just 
before dusk. There, happily having the coup6 at last 
given up to us, we wrapped ourselves in our cloaks, 
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looking like a couple of hooded friars curled up into either 
corner. What a journey that was ! On, on, on ! Rattle, 
rattle ! rumble, rumble ! We nodded, — we slept, — we 
started up, cramped and cold ! 

" Isabel, how are you ?" 

" So weary ! Anna, how are you ?" 

« So weary !" 

We nod and sleep again ! Rattle, rumble, rattle ! The 
driver, in his blue blouse and with his cracking whip, 
duskily grows into a frightful phantom. All seems a 
nightmare ! On, on ! A desolate horizon of dull heath 
dimly seen by a baleful moonlight, — patches of snow 
grinning here and there with fearful, cold distinctness. 

" It is a dream !" exclaimed Isabel, in a weak voice. 
" I feel so strange, quite hysterical, and as if I could 
scream a loud scream !" 

u Don't do that !" exclaimed I, and laughed heartily ; 
but to my astonishment my laughter ended in a violent 
burst of tears : not that I was in the least unhappy or low- 
spirited, but from sheer fatigue and weakness. At this 
Isabel was all right in a moment ; and so was I, for I was 
quite alarmed by my own tears. 

"We must soon be at Nordlingen!" we exclaimed. 
And soon we were. And when we were seated at a very large, 
well-spread table, near to a large warm stove, with two 
comfortable, soft, white beds looming out of the distance, 
our desolate journey seemed truly a mere dream. 

We slept deliriously ; and as the train for Munich did 
not start till half-past ten we had plenty of time to rest. 
We had a fire lighted in our stove before we got up, and 
were so luxurious even as to order the chambermaid to 
bring us our breakfasts ready made to us ; and thus we lay 
and rested. Suddenly we heard from the neighbouring 
church tower a most melancholy blast of wind-instru- 



80 AN ART-STUDENT IN MUNICH. 

ments : the most soul-touching strain, — the very essence 
of lament and sadness. We started up ! 

" Isabel, listen \" I exclaimed ; " how beautiful, how 
touchingly mournful ! what can it be ?" 

Isabel listened with her eyes swimming with tears. 

" What is it ?" I asked from the maid. 

" It is the dirge for the dead ; some one must just have 
died ; and then they always blow from the tower." 

I cannot tell you how beautiful this seemed to us, 
coming suddenly in this manner, like a lament breathing 
down from heaven upon the little, old decaying town. 

" Do you wonder, dear Isabel," exclaimed I, " at my 
love of Germany, when such little poems are ever coming 
across us ? Does one not forget all the bad smells, and all the 
coarseness of common things, in the existence of a living 
poetry such as this ?" 

We were soon at Munich ; but we seemed to be tra- 
velling into the polar regions : snow, snow, snow ! One 
vast expanse of snow, only broken here and there by dark 
fir-woods. At Augsburg westopped and had a good dinner, 
so as to be prepared for an empty larder at the Werfls. 

At about a quarter to four o'clock we reached Munich. 
I felt only as if I had been a little excursion, and were 
returning to a home. I did not feel at all excited, only 
very happy. 

" Look, Isabel, out there ! Don't you see the giant 
arm of the Bavaria, rising with its wreath above that 
building ?" 

But we were at the Station before she could notice it. 

" Never mind ! never mind, dear Isabel ! We are at 
Munich !" 

"What a beautiful Station !" exclaimed Isabel, as she 
looked up to its rich ceiling of mosaic work of inlaid 
woods. 
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"Yes, it is a fit entrance to an Art-Citv. But look 
there ! Don't you see an old Franciscan friar, with his 
hood drawn over his head ? Is he not picturesque ? But 
now, jump into this fiacre and let us drive home f" 

" No. 57, Neue Strasse !" said I to the driver. 

Bang went the door, and away we rolled through the slush 
of melting snow, and with snow driving around us, along 

back streets to the Neue Strasse. Out I sprang, ran 

up stairs, pulled the well-known bell ! The door opened ; 
— there was Madame Thekla ! 

€t Ach mein Fraulein ! Ach Herr Je ! Herr Je I mein 
Fraulein !" and she stretches out her arms like a big bird 
flapping its wings. " You never wrote the little letter to 
tell us when you were coming, and we have been so 
uneasy ; — but two letters are come for you ! And we have 
not lit the fires !" 

" Never mind that, dear Madame Thekla ; come down 
to my cousin; tell me what I must pay the man, and just 
see to our luggage !" And down I ran again, and then up 
again, rushing against dear old Fraulein Sanchen, whom I 
kissed with a most hearty kiss. 

"And now let me have a fire and coffee, and give me 
my letters !" 

The day after our arrival, taking a droschke, one of the 
new public conveyances which are just introduced at 
Munich, — and elegant, convenient little carriages they are, 
with their well-dressed and polite drivers, — away we drove, so 
that Isabel might have an idea of the good city of Munich. 
It was a beautiful afternoon, cold and clear, the air sharp, 
but the sun shining gloriously, and gleaming upon the 
snow which lay upon the roofe of the houses. We drove 
through the old part of Munich, up the Residenz Gasse, 
which was all astir with the corn-market, and where the 
old women were as busy as ever in their little booths 
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among their quaint earthenware, and through the old 
gateway of the Bath-Ham, and along the street called the 
Thai, which leads down to the Isar Gate, and is always 
crowded with long shambling wagons heaped up with 
casks and huge beer-barrels going to and fro from various 
great breweries which infest that neighbourhood. Isabel 
felt inclined to be one continued note of exclamation, — so 
many strange, old-fashioned, foreign sights did we see. 

Now we rattled through the Isar Gate, and Isabel 
turned round to observe the effect of the fresco-procession 
of the Emperor Ludwig of Bavaria ; now I pointed out to 
her the Great Government Fawnbroking Establishment, 
where during Carnival time such extraordinary properties 
accumulate, — beds, spoons, cradles, clothes, — all for the sake 
of Carnival jollity; now we passed the barracks of the 
Cuirassiers, who wear the white cloaks which I so much ad- 
mire; now we crossed the long Isar Bridge, and glanced 
up and down the river winding in the sunshine between 
its shoally banks ; and we passed the Folks- Theater, and 
were in the midst of the Au suburb. Isabel looked every- 
where around her, and was vastly amused at the queer 
little shops, the grotesque shrines, the fir-trees stuck up 
before little public-house doors, and the .skeleton-like carts 
and lean horses, and the men in big cloaks, which every- 
where met her eye. And now, driving across the open 
space where stands the Au Church, we alighted at one 
of its portals. 

Isabel felt the whole spirit of those lovely, clustered 
stone columns which rise up in long rows like a grove of 
lofty palm-trees ; their branches parting and petrified into 
a noble Gothic roof. Surveying all this beauty, we spoke 
of the fate of Ohlmtiller, who died when scarcely forty 
years of age, before he saw this one great work of his 
brought to completion ; and how he had offered up to it 
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health and life itself, ascending the spire with incessant 
seal, — he who had been a martyr from his boyhood to 
asthma. But may not this have been a type of the man's 
spirit, this undaunted aspiration which willingly would 
yield up life itself to ascend towards heaven? She looked 
round with delight upon the rich windows, through which 
the sunlight falling reflected rainbow tints upon the cold, 
grey, severe columns ; this radiance of heaven glorifying 
earth, and turning its duskiness and hardness into gor- 
geousness and light ! To Isabel it seemed as if the 
children, and youths, and old, old women, who were 
praying in the church, must certainly have come there as 
part of the picture prepared for our edification, so quaint 
and picturesque were they. 

As we stood in the church we saw two women advancing 
from a door close to the high altar. One was a lady 
handsomely dressed in a white satin bonnet and large 
Cashmere shawl; she was followed by a nurse, bearing 
before her a little baby lying on a cushion and covered 
with a long white lace veil. It was evidently a christening. 
They passed on to a side altar, where, amid flowers and 
golden candlesticks, and gold and azure tracery, stood a 
figure of the Madonna and Child. The little infant, on its 
cushion, was placed upon the altar before the Virgin ; the 
lady and the servant knelt together and prayed. It was 
a beautiful little scene. 

Leaving the church we went to the Au Theatre. It was 
half-past three, and the performance was just beginning. 
It was a strange sensation that of stepping out of the 
fresh keen air and sunshine into the darkness and noise 
and hot atmosphere of the little theatre. We had the 
most aristocratic places, in a box where I have seen the 
royal princes before now ; and for these we paid eightpence 
each. To see so good an audience at so early a performance 



84 AN ART-STUDENT IN MUNICH. 

would in England have been singular ; such numbers of 
men, too, who with us would have been busy at their work 
till at the earliest six or seven o'clock. The piece was 
"The Musketeers of the Quarter-master's Lady/' or 
" Wart a bisle" It was very droll and very capitally 
acted ; and though, of course, Isabel understood hardly a 
word, she was greatly amused. 

We drove home in the moonlight at six o'clock, and on 
reaching home found that Isabel's piano had arrived, so 
that there was another pleasure for us ; and whilst I pre- 
pared tea she tried her new instrument. 
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CHAPTER IX. 

A MOURNFUL WEDDING. — AN INCURSION OF GERMAN 

TEACHERS. THE STUDENT. 

The other evening, having called on Frau Amsel, whilst I 
sat talking with her a young lady came in almost out of 
breath, saying, "Put on your bonnet, my dear, gracious 
lady, and let us go to the Basilica ; there is a wedding 
there !" 

"I will go with you," .said I, "for I have never yet 
seen a Catholic wedding." 

We saw numbers of people crowding into the Basilica. 
It was growing dusk in the large church. A throng of 
spectators surrounded the space railed off round the high 
altar. Upon the marble steps leading up to the altar, 
and on either side, stood ladies and gentlemen belonging 
to the wedding party. The altar was decorated, as well 
as the flight of steps, with orange trees, and palms, and 
flowering shrubs : but few candles burned upon the altar, 
and the lamp suspended from the roof, containing the ever- 
burning flame, seemed only to make the gathering twilight 
more perceptible. The white-robed priests, the bride and 
bridesmaids in their white muslin dresses, the tall black 
figures of the bridegroom and his friends looming out from 
the top of that long flight of marble steps; the monotonous 
voice of the priest droning forth his marriage homily ; the 
damp raw air of a November evening striking to the hearts 
of all ; the mighty figures of prophets, and angels, and 
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martyrs upon the golden walls of the church, were shroud- 
ing themselves in duskiness and gloom ; the feeble light 
of the tapers from the altar, illuminating nothing in the 
whole cold and solemn building save and except a huge 
golden crucifix, and farther off a lesser cross which gleamed 
out harshly and severely, and startlingly, as though the 
type of anguish, and suffering, and sacrifice, were to be the 
sole idea of life and marriage. All formed one of the most 
mournful scenes I ever witnessed, and quite haunts me 
even now when I recall it. 

The priest prayed and joined their hands, and placed the 
rings upon their fingers ; and one heard the money clink 
through the cold darkness, as the bridegroom, according to 
Roman Catholic custom, endowed his bride with his gold 
and silver, and his worldly goods. And whilst the priest 
still prayed, a tramp of feet, a sort of hushed roar, 
was heard through the church; and across the broad 
marble pavement came a train of black and white gar- 
mented priests, bearing funereal wreaths and banners : — 
they were returning from a funeral ! 

The bridal train descended from the altar, and as they 
moved onward towards the sacristy, preceded by priests, we 
caught a glimpse of the bridegroom and bride, who, by 
this cold light, looked as rigid and cheerless as the whole 
scene: two elderly ladies who followed were, I noticed, 
dressed in black, . as though it were a funeral ! And as 
they went on through the church, they passed the mourners 
of the other ceremony, who were praying in their weeds, 
and burning small tapers ; and yet further on, and still 
more in the gloom, and only revealed by a white cloth 
thrown over his face, as he sat in his confessional, they 
passed a priest shriving some poor penitent. 

Was this not a cheerless wedding ? 
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November Wth. — We have had an incursion of German 
teachers, in reply to Isabel's advertisement in the "Neuesten 
Nachrichten" The time mentioned in the advertisement 
was nine o'clock on Monday morning. But on Monday 
morning, long before nine, the incursion began. We had 
just sat down to our little breakfast-table, and were about 
to enjoy our first cup of tea, when Madame Thekla popped 
her head in at the sitting-room door, saying, in her usual 
mysterious and hoarse whisper, " that if we pleased, a lady 
was there asking if we wanted a German teacher !" 

Isabel and I, sitting grandly upon our sofa, side by side, 
with the untasted breakfast before us, see a young and 
prepossessing girl enter very modestly, — we push the table 
aside, offer her a seat, and commence the necessary in- 
quiries. We think she will do, and take her address ; still 
we will not decide until we see who else offers. 

" Let us only make haste and finish our breakfast !" cry 
we ; but ring ! ring ! ring ! we hear at the door. 

" Isabel, we are in for it now !" exclaim I ; and before 
the words are spoken, Madame Thekla's head once more 
mysteriously appears in the doorway, and behind her 
looms forth a gaunt figure, wrapt in a long black cloak. 
The figure enters. The usual inquiries are made ; we ask 
at what hours she could give the lessons, and she informs 
us " It muss be afternoon, — I much to do in the keetchin 
morning, — I much to do, — I get marry in few weeks/' 
She would not do. 

Ring ! ring ! ring ! Great talk in the passage : the 
door opens for the keetchin lady, and a vision of bonnets 
looms once more in the distance in the shape of a queerish 
old mother and a pretty but coquettish daughter. Ring ! 
ring ! ring ! We are aware of German teachers seated in 
Madame Thekla's kitchen, in Madame Thekla's little 
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parlour, in Madame Thekla's passage,— of teachers standing 
upon the stairs ! 

We grow quite bewildered by nice faces and ugly faces, 
round faces and thin faces, red faces and sallow faces ; by 
faces in pink bonnets and black bonnets, in blue bonnets 
and grey; by faces with curls and with bands, with hair 
a la Chinoise ; by teachers who speak good English, and 
small English, and no English at all; by high terms and low 
terms; by certificates from Educational Establishments, 
and laudatory letters from learned professors ; by accounts 

of lessons given to the , and the , and the 

; by conceit and affectation, and with touching poverty, 

and meekness, and gentleness. And now a slight pause 
came in the succession of applicants. We agreed that really 
we must put an end to the incursion. Among those we had 
already seen we must have found the right one. Madame 
Thekla must tell those who were yet arriving that the 
English lady had met with a teacher. 

Then, turning a deaf ear to all future ringings at the 
door, and to all chatterings of Madame Thekla, we drew a 
long breath after our exertions, and once more prepared 
our unlucky breakfast, by boiling fresh water over our 
spirit-lamp, and niaking a second edition of tea. 

There was something affecting, in no slight degree, to 
us in this rush to obtain a few Gulden a month. One 
could have grown quite sentimental over it, had not many 
of the ladies, old and young, given themselves considerably 
absurd airs, info rming us of what excellent and high-born 
families they were, and how their real reason for answering 
the advertisement was, to practise their English. Perhaps 
it might be so ! 

Our feeling inclined still towards the young girl who 
had first applied, — her sweet manner, her shabby dress and 
intelligent face, spoke loudly in her behalf. But the 
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mother of another candidate contended with the sweet 
girl in our good will. Both Isabel's heart and mine had 
instantly warmed towards this lady ; her face was such an 
anxious, kind face, and her voice had such a sad echo of 
sorrow in it, — it seemed to breathe sighs. Although we 
had conversed in German, and Isabel did not understand 
a word of what had been said between us, she had under- 
stood the tones and looks, and instantly agreed to suspend 
the decision until we had seen this lady's daughter. She 
was to call at half-past twelve. 

At twelve I went out, leaving Isabel to see the young 
lady. On the stairs I met an ascending teacher, and, at 
the front-door, two more entering. I imagined every 
young lady I encountered in our street must still be a 
teacher. 

November 14. — There is now deep snow, but as I wanted 
to secure a model for Monday, and also to purchase tracing- 
paper, I went out immediately after breakfast, at an hour 
when most people are scarcely out of their beds in England, 
and quite enjoyed the walk, — all looked so exquisitely pure 
and calm. The cold here is much less difficult to bear 
than the cold of England, because of the dryness of the 
atmosphere. I went out, as I said, to buy tracing-paper, 
having come to the end of the supply I took with me, and 
I found it extremely dear. How strange it is that tracing- 
paper, which is so much used in Munich, should be so 
expensive ! 

You cannot think how picturesque the streets looked in 
the snow; snow covered the ground, pure as in the 
country : snow lay heavily upon the house-tops, and upon 
the different statues in the public squares, and drifted on 
carts and the roofs of carriages. People were wrapped up 
in the warmest of cloaks and coats, many with hoods 
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picturesquely drawn over their heads ; little lads were busy 
with their little wooden sledges; most quaint objects, many 
of them, in their hooded cloaks, looking like little grey, 
and brown, and black goblins. I greatly enjoyed my 
snowy walk ; and it rejoiced my heart, in all the cold and 
winterly weather, to see the signs of busy industry which 
met me in the streets ; I mean the signs of busy learning 
and study, which were quite in harmony with my frame of 
mind. First, there were lots of little boys and girls rushing 
out of a public school with their slates, and knapsacks, 
and bags ; then there was the train of students returning 
from some lecture in the University, — handsome vigorous 
youths and young men, with their portfolios under their 
arms, and their faces full of intelligence and animation ; — 
then, as I passed the Conservatortutn, the Musical Academy, 
a loud sound of chorus-singing burst upon my ear, and 
from a door came forth a troop of boys, several of them 
very young and small, carrying their violin cases; — they had 
been learning. 

What a beautiful thing, what a beautiful state is that 
of the student, after all ! the very aspiration, endurance, 
patient labour, and uncertainty of this phase of human 
life, engendering faith, and hope, and love, and humility, 
throw a peculiar halo of beauty around it. I have often 
felt this, but never more strongly than to-day. It seemed 
to me that the acquiring, the accomplishing, was, as far as 
the soul itself is concerned, really more than the acqui- 
sition, — than that which is accomplished. 
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CHAPTER X. 



THE BOISSEREE GALLERY IN THE PINAKOTHEK. 



Accompany me this bright, frosty, winter's morning to the 
beautiful Munich Picture Gallery — the Pinakothek. The 
trees, and shrubs, and grass in the gardens, and lining the 
roads, as we approach the Gallery, are glittering with hoar- 
frost, and look as if molten in frosted silver. We have 
scarcely emerged from the streets of the newer portion of 
Munich. There rises the yet unfinished building of the 
New Pinakothek, destined to contain pictures of modern 
schools. Two frescoes of Kaulbach's series of designs 
illustrative of modern German art, already arrest your eye 
upon its external walls. The grey wooden booths clinging 
as it were to the upper portion of the building, swallow-nest- 
wise, conceal the artists at work upon the other frescoes of 
the series. Divided from the New Pinakothek by a broad 
public road, and standing in a garden enclosed by slight, 
low, iron railing, we see the Old Pinakothek. It is built of 
pale yellow brick, and in the style of a Roman palace, after 
the design of Leo von Klenze. The long centre picture 
gallery is lighted by sky-lights of violet-coloured glass, which 
give a very peculiar character to the whole building. The 
statues of five-and-twenty artists, from designs by Schwan- 
thaler, Van Eyck, Memling, Durer, Holbein, Schon, Rubens, 
Van Dyck, Velasquez, Murillo, Claude Lorraine, Poussin, 
Francia, Angelico da Fiesole, Masaccio, Leonardo da Vinci, 
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Perugino Ghirlandajo, Michael Angelo, Raphael, Titian, 
Bellini, Andrea del Sarto, Correggio, and Domenichino, 
keep watch and ward, — an immortal band, standing around 
the treasury of their works, and ennobling with a poetic 
thought the broad parapet of the Pinakothek. 

We ascend a low flight of steps guarded by lions couchant; 
the tall portal opens as by magic, and we stand in the 
presence of a giant — a mild giant clad in the blue livery of 
the Bavarian court : a broad crimson and white band crosses 
the gigantic breast, huge top-boots adorn the gigantic legs, 
a peaceful smile beams over a placid giant face, — the cele- 
brated giant porter of the Pinakothek nods us a morning 
greeting, and we hasten up a flight of broad, grey, marble 
steps, beneath a tinted roof, and catching on our way 
through a spacious window an expanse of this cloudless 
Munich heaven, against which rise in sharp relief the white 
artists' statues in long perspective line. 

We enter a room hung with full-length portraits of 
Bavarian kings and electors in their royal robes : they are 
King Ludwig and his ancestors, who have gathered to- 
gether the treasures preserved in the Pinakothek. King 
Ludwig comes of an art-loving race. In this room loiter 
the attendants and servants of the Pinakothek ; and here 
you can buy a catalogue if you like ; but we have already 
one with us — a very well-worn copy — an old friend : so we 
pass on into the next room, the first hall of the gallery, and 
containing the works of Albert Durer, of his master Michael 
Wohlgemuth, and of Albert Diirer's disciples and imi- 
tators. 

But not even here will we pause long this morning ; you 
must come with me into this gallery of cabinets, which runs 
parallel with the central gallery of halls, and which said 
cabinets principally contain the famous pictures of the 
Boisseree Gallery. 
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This Boisser6e Gallery is interesting from many points 
of view. When Napoleon had rifled Italy and Germany of 
their most precious works of art, and assembled them in 
the Museum at Paris in a grand exhibition in the year 1803, 
there might have been seen three young Germans day after 
day, week after week, month after month, studying these 
art-treasures, and studying especially certain quaint old 
pictures by an early German master. These youths were 
Sulpiz and Mclchior Boisser6e, together with their friend 
Johann Bertram, — all three from the good old city of 
Cologne. These quaint pictures in the Paris gallery re- 
minded the three friends of certain pictures of a similar 
character which they remembered to have seen hanging in 
their childhood dim and forgotten in dusky side chapels and 
cloisters in their native city. These memories inflamed 
their imaginations, whilst their taste and understandings 
were being daily developed by the study of the noble works 
of art assembled in Paris, and by intercourse with Frederick 
Schlegel, then resident at Paris, and who delivered private 
lectures on philosophy and belles lettres to the three youths. 
A deep interest thus awoke within them for this early and 
almost forgotten school of painting — an interest which 
deepened gradually into an absorbing passion, and became 
the one object of their lives. 

Returning to Cologne after a nine months' sojourn in 
Paris, and accompanied by Frederick Schlegel, they com- 
menced an earnest quest after the old paintings which 
lingered in their memories like dreams. 

Great changes had of course taken place in Cologne upon 
the suppression of the monasteries under Napoleon's rule ; 
and the revolution occasioned among pictures was not the 
least of the revolutions. Strange tidings reached the three 
youths and Schlegel, of paintings used to patch dove-cotes 
with ; of paintings turned into table-tops, and into screens ; 
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of paintings sold at auctions as make-weights, with " lots'" 
of old iron and other rubbish ; and of paintings burnt foj 
fuel. But upon nearer inspection these proved to b 
generally pictures of but little value, and of a much mor. 
modern date. The real old pictures were mostly still hang* 
ing in the dusky cloisters, or were concealed in garrets and 
vaults. A legend of their great intrinsic value lived yet in 
the popular mind, keeping them sacred, although the very 
existence of such works was forgotten by the virtuosi of the 
last century. 

Several pictures of value also had been purchased by two 
art-lovers at Cologne, the Canon WalrafF and the Merchant 
Lieversberg. But the glory of preserving and rescuing 
the greater number and the most valuable of the treasures 
was reserved for the Boisserees. We are told that one day 
meeting a hand-barrow in the streets of Cologne among a 
heap of lumber, the brothers discovered one of the gems 
they were in search of ; this they purchased, and it be- 
came the nucleus of the gallery now bearing the brothers' 
name. 

Wolfram of Eschenbacb, one of the latest of the Minne- 
sanger, sang, in the 13th century, in his romance of " Par- 
cival," of the glory of certain wonderful painters of Cologne. 
Old chroniclers told of certain wonderful painters, Master 
Stephen and Master Wilhelm of Cologne : what now re- 
mained of their works — who knew more of them except a 
legendary renown? Yet even the works of these old 
masters were brought to light through faith, and love, and 
zeal. Strange old pictures they are with their gold grounds, 
revealing the fact that German as well as Italian art springs 
from Byzantine origin, and that Germany has had her 
Cimabues and Giottos. 

Picture after picture thus came forth from its dusky nook 
— Madonnas, saints, martyrs, burning in rainbow tints upon 



GLANCE AT THE EARLY FLEMISH 8CH00L. 95 

their golden grounds ; years passed on in zealous labour, in 
journeys made into the Netherlands in quest of pictures, 
in research of all kinds : gradually the Gallery grew and 
grew. Goethe, Tieck, and Schlegel entering into the 
Boisserees' enthusiasm, a universal interest was excited 
throughout Germany for this early art, whose history was 
yearly emerging from its obscurity — link after link reveal- 
ing itself in the almost forgotten chain. And how bright 
and clear are these links ! First, these old semi-Byzantine 
masters of Cologne, with their disciples, the precursors by 
two centuries of Albert Durer and his school ; then the 
Cologne school transplanted into the Netherlands, the 
school of the Van Eycks, Hubert, John, and their sister 
Margaret; — these noble, fine VanEycks, with their beautiful 
domestic attachment, their wonderful industry, their strong 
originality. John Van Eyck, the perfector, if not the 
originator, of oil-painting ; Margaret, the pupil and zealous 
assistant of her brothers — that steadfast woman " who," says 
an old chronicler, " declined many offers of marriage with 
noble gentlemen for love and devotion to her art." Are 
they not a noble trio ? Then we have Hans Memling, the 
" Memlino" of the Italians, whose master he was in land- 
scape painting, influencing Perugino and Raphael also. 
He is a beautiful vision in this art-history is Memling, with 
his exquisite tenderness and refinement, and his singularly 
romantic life — a mingling of the painter and the soldier. 
Now he is painting his St. Johns and Madonnas ; now he 
is fighting for the Duke Charles of Burgundy ; now he is 
lying sick and wounded in the Hospital of St. John at 
Bruges ; now he is painting for the good monks who have 
tended him in his sickness the exquisite works which are 
yet preserved in the Hospital at Bruges as its greatest 
treasure. 

Then we have Roger of Bruges, Hugo van der Goes, and 
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others ; Israel van Meckenem ; Jan de Mehlem ; Quintin 
Matseys, of whom every body has heard ; Lucas van Leyden, 
that extraordinary man, a painter at twelve years of age, 
the admired friend and rival of Albert Diirer, and who died, 
it is said, of poison, administered to him by a less generous 
rival whom he had entertained upon his artistic and almost 
princely progress through the Netherlands ; and so we 
come to Mabuse and Van Orley, and the Italianizers, and 
to the death of early Christian art in the Netherlands. Yes, 
it is a beautiful chapter in the history of art, is this early 
German and Flemish school, especially connecting it also 
with Albert Durer and his school. 

And to me one of the pleasantest passages in this chapter 
is the thought of the intense joy which must have trans- 
ported the Boisser6e brothers as one after another these 
gems of art were drawn forth into the light, and old names 
and legends assumed the dignity of history, and this noble 
gallery was finally brought to its resting-place in this 
beautiful Pinakothek, purchased by King Ludwig as one 
of the greatest treasures of his kingdom, and preserved here 
as a noble monument to all — to the old painters themselves 
— to the zealous brothers Boisseree — and to the Art-King 
Ludwig. 

But why do we linger at the threshold of these Cabinets ? 
Let us enter and bathe our spirit in the poetry of these old 
pictures ; let us listen to their teachings as though sweet 
antique legends were read to us in some quaint tongue out 
of an old missal ! What a glitter of golden grounds blazes 
upon our vision in those pictures of Master Stephen and 
Master Wilhehn. Solemn, gorgeously robed saints are 
there leaning upon their attributes of martyrdom, their 
swords, their crosses, their wheels ; they are old men all of 
them, yet in a green old age, and stand erect and statue- 
like, within golden niches of richest Gothic tracery. 
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Then, as we advance farther along the gallery of cabinets, 
descending nearer and nearer to our modern world, what a 
flutter meets us of rainbow-tinted wings, whose plumes are 
stolen from peacocks, doves, and parrots ! Now we en- 
counter fabulous scaly, green, scarlet, and azure dra- 
gons; but gallant youthful knights and angels, clad in 
armour dazzling and golden, are at hand with glittering 
spears and swords to slay the monsters. Ambrosial locks 
fly in the wind, a vigorous arm brandishes the keen spear, 
a mailed foot is planted upon the grisly dragon ! — he is 
writhing in his death agony ! And how one is bewildered 
by the stiff embroidered robes of priests, warriors, and 
ladies, — robes gorgeous with every burning tint, and spark- 
ling with every gem — jewel-encrusted are mitres, crosiers, 
copes and stoles, ladies' stomachers, and warriors' breast- 
plates. What wealth in golden and crystal goblets, in 
dagger-hilts and golden crucifixes ! In what silent, old, 
wainscotted rooms do we not repose ourselves — what shady 
courts or crowded quaint city streets do we not gaze into 
through round-arched windows, sitting upon scarlet- 
cushioned window-seats, and breathing the perfumed breath 
of some tall white lily rising out of a crystal or golden 
vase! And do we not hear the soft lisping of saints breath- 
ing their prayers as they bend over missals lying open 
upon carved ebony reading-desks ! and do we not even 
hear the silvery tones from St. Cecilia's golden organ, 
as she touches its keys with her taper fingers, and 
tiny angels hover around, wafting her garlanded brow with 
their small wings and fluttering azure and rose-coloured 
draperies ! 

And above all, do not our spirits take flight through the most 
lovely of landscapes ! through scenes such as one alone sees 
in dreams, or in these old pictures, across the most verdant 
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meadows, where bloom the richest flowers ; across broad 
lakes mirroring the purest of heavens, and where float 
majestic swans, and sweet large waterlilies unfold then* 
chalices. And now we toil up arid mountains, where the 
grass grows hask and yellow, and where here and there a 
slender tree quivers its delicate tracery of leaves and 
branches against a cloudless sky. But if we toil over 
stones and rocks it is only to command glimpses along 
vistas of lovely, enchanting, distant country; to overlook 
plains and ranges of blue mountain peaks ; to see quaint 
hamlets, and castles, and towns, and convents, and fortresses 
sleeping upon the plains and crowning the mountain 
heights; whilst saints, and prophets, and warriors, and 
sages, pilgrimage through the meads and valleys, pass- 
ing on to their martyrdoms and to their glory. And it is 
ever spring, — clear, pure heavens of spring, — May verdure, 
May flowers ; the very brooklets murmur and dance over 
their glittering pebbles and sand with a vernal gladness. 
It is the Spring of Art, with its clear, bright tints unfaded, 
unmellowed by the storms and heats of summer. In 
Titian we have the gorgeous hues of mellow autumn, 
the scarlets, oranges, and crimsons deepened into solemn 
glory by warm, dusky shadows, cast, as it were, by 
umbrageous groves, and contrasting richly against deeply 
blue autumnal skies. There is perfected beauty, solemn, 
gorgeous, yet with a certain pensiveness, as though the 
Hamadryads sat, with bowed heads, and arms folded over 
their breasts, amidst the falling leaves. But with these 
earlier masters it is still spring and childhood. They have 
the unquestioning faith, the unperfected knowledge, the 
deep love, joy, and simplicity of children's hearts : thus 
vernal odours float through their pure skies, thus their 
birds carol vernal songs, their leaves and flowers sprout 
and unfold themselves in vernal sunshine. 
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There are three little pictures of Memling before which 
we must especially pause. They are well known by engrav- 
ings, but without having seen the brilliancy of the colour, 
and the delicacy and purity of the manipulation, but a faint 
idea can be formed of the peculiar charm of these pictures. 
In the engravings the quaintness of the drawing alone tells 
in grotesque harshness, and all harmony is lost. 

These pictures are the Adoration of the Magi, and its 
two wings, upon one of which is painted St. John ; upon 
the other St. Christopher. The Adoration, as usual, is 
iepresented as taking place in a singular abode — a mingling 
of ruined palace, cottage, and stable. A meek Virgin, draped 
in dark blue, with heavy white drapery falling around her 
pale face, holds upon her lap a grave little naked Infant 
Jesus, who stretches forth his tiny arms towards the ador- 
ing kings. Behind the Virgin, resting her folded hands 
upon the back of the Virgin's seat, and standing with 
modest downcast eyes, is a little waiting-maid. Beyond 
this group, and seen between slender porphyry columns, is 
a stable which has a round arched window, supported also 
upon marble columns. An ass and mule are seen eating 
in the stable, out of a manger. And one's eye wanders 
now through the porphyry columns into a farther and 
much gloomier apartment, where a bright fire burns. This 
dark room is divided by a low lath-and-plaster partition 
from the stable ; and upon this partition is perched a pair 
of doves. It is extraordinary the detail of every kind 
crowded into these old pictures. And through the round 
arched window of the stable, and through the open door- 
way of the ruinous abode, we catch glimpses of round 
hills, green with the rich deep grass of later spring. Upon 
the summit of the nearest hill rises a beech-tree, spreading 
its verdant crown against the deepest, clearest azure 
sky, A quaint town, of Lombardic architecture, shines 
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out between the hills. Down the grassy slopes descends 
a train of gorgeously-attired horsemen and men on foot : 
these are the attendants of Gaspar, Melchior, and Balthasar, 
the three kings, now entering the ruin to adore the meek, 
heavenly Infant. Gaspar, the eldest of the three, has a 
wrinkled brow and a benign aspect. He kneels before the 
Child, his aged hands folded together in quiet prayer. He 
wears a long scarlet, jewel-clasped, and fur-trimmed tunic, 
bound round the waist. At his knee lies his violet velvet 
gold-embroidered cap of mediaeval cut. Melchior has 
sunk upon one knee on entering beneath the roof, 
and presents to mild old Joseph a rich crystal goblet. 
Another crystal and golden goblet stands upon a 
little table near to the Virgin, the offering of Gaspar. 
Melchior has a noble, manly countenance and bearing; 
both his face and figure are seen in profile, as he kneels 
there in his gold-embroidered crimson velvet tunic, which, 
parting at the side and confined round the waist by a gem- 
encrusted band, displays a sleeve and hose of deep blue 
velvet, and a gorgeously-wrought dagger hanging at his 
side. Crisp, wavy, brown hair parts upon his forehead, 
flowing backward on to the shoulders, and a pointed beard 
gives a peculiar character to the whole head. The tradi- 
tion is, that in Melchior, Memling has portrayed his patron 
and military general, Charles of Burgundy. He is a 
gallant gentleman of the fifteenth century; and among 
such must Memling himself have fought and feasted. 
Balthasar is of a still more youthful figure, and is entering 
from the meadow, bearing in his hand a third rich goblet. 
His costume is of violet velvet, and has a decidedly oriental 
character about it. 

Grass and flowers spring up among the ruinous masonry 
of a low wall, which divides us the spectators from this 
brilliant pageant. There is a rose-bush, every leaf and 
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bud lovingly painted with the most delicate care ; the dew 
and perfume seem yet to hang about them. There is 
St. John's- wort, too, with its pale golden blossoms ; there 
are dandelions with their globes of fairy-down ; there is a 
tuft of delicate-leaved maiden-hair ; and a dusky orange 
snail crawls slowly along the broken, low wall, leaving his 
silvery, slimy track behind him. How lovely in these 
pictures are such little bits of nature, connecting us with 
the ideal of the middle ages through these simple weeds 
and flowers, and the tiny creatures dwelling among them, 
which, though human beings have long ago cast off their 
gorgeous array, yet burn in azure and scarlet dyes, and 
glitter in burnished coats of mail ! 

To the right of the Adoration, in its little wing, stands 
St. John the Baptist. Over his robe of camel's hair he 
wears a mantle of deep violet. He glances towards us with 
large, soft brown eyes, pointing with his meagre fingers 
towards a gentle little lamb, which lies upon a scarlet-bound 
volume, supported on his left hand. It is in a meadow 
of rich grass and flowers where St. John is standing; a 
tall white lily has sprung up at his feet; before him 
gurgles a shallow brooklet, murmuring over pebbles and 
shells, which gleam brightly through the transparent water 
as they lie scattered over the golden sands. A brilliant 
kingfisher meditates amid the lush weeds which overhang 
the streamlet's banks. Joyous little lizards play and dart 
to and fro across a sandy, rugged pathway leading up 
towards a beetling, top-heavy rock, which rises abruptly 
from the meadow. A similar crag rises again farther off 
in the meadow, approached by a pleasant pathway, 
winding up through a young oak-grove. Between these 
two rocky heights your eye wanders into an enchanting 
distance. There is a quiet lake lying amid smiling 
meadows; a quaint city rising upon the farther shore, 
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and far, far away, gleam the blue peaks of a mountain- 
chain. Across the calm lake sails a little boat; and 
through the pure heavens wing their way a rejoicing flight 
of birds. 

In the other compartment of the little shrine we see 
St. Christopher approaching us through the transparent, 
sparkling waves, which are just murmuring into tran- 
quillity after the recent tempest. The uprising sun gilds 
with warm beams the precipitous, rocky banks — of the 
Rhine ! — Yes; for the Rhine, with its castle-crowned and 
vineyard-clad banks, has been transported into Palestine 
by the admiring Mending ! The sunbeams bathe hills, 
rocks, vineyards, castles, and churches ; the sunbeams tint 
with rose and violet the long streaks of retreating storm- 
clouds ; and on through the emerald waves comes patient old, 
obedient Christopher, bearing upon his stooping shoulders 
the little Christ-child, who blesses the whole world with three 
upraised fingers of his tiny hand. On comes the patient 
old man, with his dark azure tunic tucked up above his 
knees, and with a crimson mantle fluttering round him 
and the tall staff upon which he leans. But words can 
convey no image of the magic splendour of the tints, 
glowing, gorgeous, and liquid as the tints of a painted 
window, or of precious gems; nor yet of each minutest 
detail wrought out with most loving, delicate care. 

How different in beauty to these child-like German 
pictures is an exquisite little Entombment of Christ, in 
one of the cabinets, of the early Italian school ; yet it is, 
to a degree, kindred in spirit ! It is one of several small 
pictures of Angelico which the Finakothek contains, 
and has always strangely affected me. In Mending and Van 
Eyck our sympathies with the natural world are especially 
called forth ; here Angelico touches with a spirit's hand 
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our highest spiritual being. It is a very small picture, 
painted in tempera, and looks like a pale and faded water- 
colour drawing. The colours are tender rose, tender blue, 
and grey, with golden tints for the hair, and gold for stars, 
and delicate tracery upon the draperies. The feeling pro- 
duced upon my mind by this exquisite creation is as of an 
ecstatic vision seen by saint or martyr. 

The figures are of course arranged with perfect sym- 
metry. The lifeless form of Christ, supported behind by 
Joseph of Arimathea, rises in the centre, pale and stark ; the 
wondrously noble head bowed on the breast, the eyelids 
with the shadow of death upon them, — the whole tender, 
mournful, beyond the power of words to express. The 
rich golden hair falls in gentle waves from the pallid brow 
around the visionary countenance. The lower portion of 
the figure is draped in very soft, semi-transparent, white 
drapery, which hangs in perfectly symmetrical folds ; the 
arms are stretched forth, as if upon the cross, but the 
hands drooping. The right hand is kissed by the Virgin 
Mary, the left by St. John. They both approach the figure 
of our Lord timidly, lovingly, half kneeling ; their figures 
and heads are seen in profile; the attitudes are almost 
similar, and each is garmented in pale rose-coloured and 
pale blue drapery. And how adoring, how tenderly, purely 
beautiful, are their countenances, filled with an unearthly 
grace — such grace as alone is seen in Raphael's early 
pictures, and in Angelico's. A golden star gleams upon the 
shoulder of the Virgin. Behind the figures rises the grey, 
formal sepulchre cut in the rock, above which are seen the 
tops of dark cypresses; dark grass, filled with tufts of 
formal grey and pale blue flowers, covers the ground ; all 
is unreal, mysterious, symbolic, as if traced by the hand of 
a seraph rather than by the hand of man ! 
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CHAPTER XI. 



SLEDGING. 



November 22d. — The great feature of this week has been 
sledging. Last Sunday was the first day that sledges 
made their appearance. For several days the snow had 
kept falling and falling, and the sky had continued of a 
sullen white with unfallen snow. 

We felt certain that sledges must soon make their ap- 
pearance, and talked about the poetry and romance of 
sledging. We recalled the sledgings in Miss Bremer's novels, 
and Frithiof, and old King King, and Hamilton and Hilde- 
gard's sledging adventure in that clever book the " Initials/* 
and determined that when we had our drive in a sledge it 
also should be towards Nymphenburg, in memory of 
Hildegard and Hamilton's misfortunes. 

And on Sunday afternoon we heard from the street a 
merry sound of bells — " A sledge, Isabel ! a sledge V 9 cried 
Anna. In a moment Isabel had rushed to the window, 
exclaiming in an excited voice, as she looked out, " Oh, 
how pretty ! how pretty ! Come, Anna ! do look at its 
scarlet trappings, at its far-lining, at the funny people 
wrapped up in it !" And Isabel was ready to clap her 
hands like a delighted child. 

On Monday morning, as I entered the English Garden, 
and was admiring the heavy masses of snow which hung 
in fantastic forms upon the dark branches of a group 



SLEDGING. 105 

of fir-trees, and was enjoying the purity, and silence, and 
beauty of the whole scene, a sharp, clear sound of bells 
rang through the frosty air ; and skimming along the white 
smooth road which wound among the trees, came on a bright 
green and golden sledge, drawn by a brisk black horse, 
brilliant with scarlet trappings and musical with little bells. 
It was a peasant's sledge ; and wrapt up in his cloak, and 
with a fur-cap drawn down over his brows, and with fur 
gloves upon his hands, within it sat a burly peasant. So 
pretty was the whole thing, so gay and fantastic, that a 
little thrill ran through my nerves, and I was as perfect a 
child in my joy over the pea-green sledge as Isabel had 
been the day before. 

In the course of Monday, sledges were to be seen every- 
where. Sledges were seen standing before doors, without 
horses, as though people were bringing them forth from 
their summer retreats and were inspecting their state and 
condition, whilst others were being pulled along to black- 
smiths and coach-builders to be repaired. 

Gentlemen's carriages have begun to travel upon sledges 
instead of upon wheels — ditto droschkies, ditto fiacres — 
ditto peasants' carts — ditto laundresses' carts — ditto brewers' 
carts. Little lads, of course, go to school and return upon 
sledges instead of upon their own legs. Water-tubs and 
buckets, and milk-jars, or rather the wooden pails, hooped 
with brass, in which people here carry their milk about — 
all travel on sledges. Things and vehicles moving upon 
wheels or legs, one begins to consider very much out of 
fashion ! Together with the droschkies and fiacres now 
put upon sledges, you see upon the stands sledges-proper 
— two- and one-horse sledges — green, blue, and yellow, 
grand, elegant, and shabby; and these sledges you see 
driving about in all directions, with their heavily cloaked 
and be-furred drivers generally standing up behind, a-/a- 
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Hansom-cab, and cracking their long lashed whips till 
the streets resound again. You see a couple of students 
in one sledge ; — a whole family, father, mother, and a crowd 
of children, in a family sledge — you see a lady and gentle- 
man alone — you see, perhaps, as I did last night, two fat 
citizenesses, one driving, with a couple of round-faced rosy 
children peeping out from under the apron of the sledge, 
and seemingly quite close under the horse's heels. You 
see a couple of Munich "gents" — for there are such animals 
here — with big-buttoned coats, jaunty hats, and cigars in 
their mouths, driving a lean shambling horse at a furious 
rate, whilst they themselves seem ready to be spilt from 
their slight sledge any moment ; and you see numbers of 
well-to-do big-boned peasants, rapidly skimming along in 
their sledges, which all bear a striking resemblance to each 
other, being green, often of painted wicker-work, and quaintly 
adorned with gilt tracery- work, which looks as though it 
were of iron gilt. 

In order to see as much winter life as possible, I have 
varied my walk to the studio these last several mornings, by 
going down through the Hof-Garten, where, by the by, three 
days running, at the same hour and upon the same spot, 
I have encountered, buttoned up to the chin in his warm 
furred coat, his Majesty King Max, taking his morning 
walk, and then I have wended my way down an old street 
which leads to the St. Anna Vorstadt. And upon these 
walks I have not only seen all these varieties of the genus 
sledge, but also soldiers emptying out of long heavy carts 
loads of snow into the branches of the Isar, which flow 
through the town, and met processions of laundresses 
which have vastly amused me. In the early morning they 
were entering the city with clothes-baskets and bundles, 
piled up ever so high upon wooden sledges, which they 
both drew along and pushed. The sledges were not few in 
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number, and the procession was rendered yet more fantastic 
from gay-coloured dresses and white petticoats, borne aloft 
like pennons upon long poles ! All bright and fresh in the 
clear winter's morning, their comely faces glowing with 
exercise and the sharp air, their gowns and gay hand- 
kerchiefs as clean and bright as their faces, these laundress- 
maids and matrons looked wondrously attractive. Just 
picture to yourself this train winding along through the 
old street, white and crisp with its snow, and tell me 
whether, together with a pea-green sledge rushing along 
here and there, and every now and then a group of 
peasants, men and women, cutting up wood before the 
houses, the scene was not quaint and pleasantly foreign ? 
These groups of cutters of wood are very amusing. The 
man — for the group usually consists of one man and two 
women — the man in a chocolate or pale pink cotton jacket, 
black velvet breeches, and black top-boots, chopping away 
upon a heavy block which he has placed upon the causeway ; 
the women in pink or blue cotton boddices, with large 
wadded gigot sleeves, and scarlet or green, or scarlet and 
green mixed, woollen petticoats, and with black or white 
kerchiefe tied over their heads, one sawing pieces of wood 
in a skeleton-like sawing machine, the other carrying away, 
in a wooden basket on her back, the cut and sawn pieces of 
wood through the heavy arched door or rather gateway of 
the house. 

But to return to sledging and to our sledging. On 
Tuesday afternoon the sun shone out gloriously, and cast- 
ing long gleams on the studio floor through the high 
windows, my eyes glanced up and encountered, smiling 
through leafless branches flecked with snow, such a lapis- 
lazuli heaven that I forthwith put away my drawing, and 
some twenty minutes later stood in our little sitting-room, 
startling Isabel with my exclamation of " On with your 
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cloak ! quick ! quick ! we will go in a sledge to Nymphen- 
burg ! — Hurrah for Hamilton and Hildegard, we will 
honour their memories by the self-same drive, on the self- 
same day !" Isabel was much pleased with the scheme. 
Fraulein Sanchen was despatched to bring us the hand- 
somest sledge she could find on the stand, with two 
handsome horses. We made a hasty dinner, whilst the 
good old soul bustled off, wrapt ourselves up in all our 
warm things, and were ready by the time musical 
and significant jingling of bells was heard beneath our 
windows. Our sledge — I grieve to record it — was a bright 
yellow ! I am sorry for this, seeing that a bright yellow 
vehicle of any description is an eyesore to me. However, 
we will regard it as a golden sledge. 

Our horses were very wild — at least in appearance, — 
our driver a perfect monster, in his dark blue cloak, 
edged with brown fur at the sleeves and round the deep 
cape. Our trappings were scarlet, the lining of our sledge 
dark blue. We, ourselves, you may picture in thick veils 
and furs, and black hooded cloaks. Away we started ; the 
long whip cracked again and again in artistic flourishes, 
its echoes resounding through the quiet streets, and, 
together with the horses' bells, making a tremendous 
riot. 

Isabel was quite alarmed because everybody in the 
street stopped to look after us. 

" Of course they do, Isabel, of course ! — don't we stop 
and look after every sledge as it dashes past ? — it is only 
proper respect to the early sledges of the season." And 
on we dashed. 

The sun shone upon the long lines of delicately tinted 
houses, pale pinks, stone colours, greens, and salmons ; the 
tall roofs were dazzling with snow ; the sledges and groups of 
people we passed in the streets looked brilliant patches of 
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colour, contrasting against the whiteness of the road, and 
shone upon by the bright sun. We drove out towards the 
vast plain ; the sun was beginning to sink slowly into an 
abyss of molten gold, which revealed itself behind a 
gigantic range of mountain-like clouds of lilac and amber ; 
the tall obelisk burnt in the rays of the setting sun till it 
appeared a mighty tongue of fire leaping up into the azure 
heavens ; the sun-beams lay upon the broad doors of the 
beautiful pure Glyptothek, gleaming like flame; the 
statues, the columns and pediment, both of the Glyptothek 
and of the Corinthian Temple facing it, were tinted with 
the warm light, and rose from the expanse of snow 
beyond, in sharp outline, and of the most exquisite creamy 
hue. And before us lay the plain, — dreamy, dazzlingly 
white, with long shadows falling across it of delicate 
azure, with trees and villages in the middle distance of 
ethereal greys, and so tender, so unreal in their colour- 
ing, yet, at the same time, so distinct in their contour, that 
one was transported with delight. 

We passed beneath one of those long beams suspended 
across the roads, painted with winding stripes of the 
Bavarian colours, which are seen here in lieu of turnpike 
gates — entered a road lined with trees on either hand — 
ascended a slight hill — breweries and wayside beer- and 
coffee-houses and small villas skirting the road, and having 
again reached the level ground, were in the Nymphenburg 
Allee, as it is called. 

But behold ! a mist, dense, blue, and cold, approached 
us! We could not see a hundred — nay, not fifty — not 
twenty yards before us. Yet, behind us, lay Munich in the 
clear sunshine. Mist rose rapidly and stealthily from the 
snowy plain. To the right hand and to the left mist blocked 
up the avenue. How strange ! There was nothing 
for it but immediate return, — there was no Nymphen- 
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burg that day! The pedestrians, horses, drivers, and 
riders of various degrees who approached us, or passed 
us on their way towards the city, presented a singular 
appearance : beards, hair of man and beast, and the fur of 
their cloaks and trappings, were covered with a white rime, 
— they appeared suddenly to have gone grey. 

As rapidly as possible we returned to Munich, where all 
was still so pleasant in the evening sunshine, that we con- 
tinued our drive. We drove past the Basilica, across the 
Dult Platz, and through the most frequented streets till 
we entered the Ludwig Strasse, which, in winter, is the 
great afternoon parade of Munich. People, as usual, were 
promenading up and down the noble street, and pledges 
and carriages were rapidly driving to and fro. All looked 
most bright and gay. As we glided along, we both decided 
that the Ludwig Strasse was wearing an extremely handsome 
face that day. Now we skimmed past Duke Max's palace, 
past the Royal Library, where the colossal statues of 
Aristotle, Hippocrates, Homer, and Thucydides, throned 
aloft, looked more than usually solemn and venerable from 
the snow-hoods and draperies fallen upon them ; past the 
Ludwig's Church, the white slender towers of which cut 
boldly against the pure rosy evening sky ; past the Damen 
Stifty the University, the Jesuits' College, the now silent 
fountains, and emerging beneath the Triumphal Arch, 
found ourselves in the long poplar avenue leading to 
Schwabing. 

We had just time to drive as far as Schwabing for Isabel 
to have a dim and dreary glimpse of the Church, where is 
the picturesque Overbeck gallery, and of the house where 
dwells the little old woman with the throng of children, and 
of the yet more distant church with the pea-green spire : 
but all was now cold, snow, ice, and icicles, — so away we sped 
home again to our comfortable tea-table, our driver crack- 
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ing his whip yet louder and longer, and in one of his 
evolutions nearly carrying off poor Isabel's nose. And 
this was the more unkind as I discovered that this day hap- 
pened to be her birthday ! 

November 26th. — To-day we had another holiday, thanks 
to the attraction of sledging. Isabel was overjoyed when 
once more Anna suddenly returned from the studio pro- 
posing a fresh attempt to reach Nymphenburg. Fraulein 
Sanchen was again despatched for a sledge, — the very 
handsomest she could hire, — and for Anna's new bonnet 
from the milliner's ; for Anna, at length, was going to 
relieve her conscience by making a call, only too long due, 
at Madame de 's. 

Sledge and bonnet arrived in due time, and well had 
Fraulein Sanchen executed her commission : she clapped 
her poor old bony hands with satisfaction and joy, the 
good old Fraulein ! as she ran into our sitting-room all 
crimson-nosed from the frosty air, and bidding us to look 
out of the window at the magnificent sledge which she 
had brought. It was a magnificent sledge which we 
had greatly admired on the Odeon Platz, — large and white, 
lined with scarlet cloth, and covered in with a leopard skin, 
— two tall golden ornaments in the front, crowned each 
with a golden bunch of grapes, — but the supreme grandeur 
of the whole were plumes of white and blue feathers, which 
nodded upon the horses' heads ! The driver and his horses 
were in keeping with the sledge — was it not magnificent 
indeed ? A fit equipage to convey ladies to an ambassador's 
house! 

But ah ! the Russian lady, the Frau Oberstin, who lives at 
the end of our street, and who, unluckily for the hard-work- 
ing English girls, has taken a great fancy to them, — she and 
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her six little boys ! — also had thought the sledge magnifi- 
cent ! The elder two of the six little fellows, going to 
their afternoon school, had met Fraulein Sanchen as she 
returned in the sledge, and had, after setting up a shout of 
recognition and admiration, besought leave to mount " into 
the glorious sledge just for a tiny drive/ 9 — but the burly 
be-furred driver had cracked his long whip unfeelingly, and 
sped past the " little grey goblins," as hand-in-hand they 
stood upon the pavement, with the hoods of their grey cloaks 
drawn over their heads, gazing after the departing glory 
with big round brown eyes. But as the handsome sledge 

dashed round the corner of Strasse, the portly 

figure of the gay Frau Oberstin had appeared among the 
ivy- wreaths of her window, the casement had flown open, 
and the good-humoured face of the lady, and the golden 
locks and rosy cheeks of a third child had leaned out into 
the sunshine, and a clear little voice had rung through the 
frosty air, reaching Fraulein Sanchen's purposely deaf ears, 
with the cry of " We come, we come !" 

And assuredly they /Lid come ! Anna, listening to the 
old Fraulein's description of the Prau Oberstin's sudden 
apparition at the ivy-wreathed casement, gave a violent 
jerk of vexation to the strings of her new bonnet, when 
in burst the smiling uninvited guest, brilliant in an elegant 
toilette, with the golden-haired Adalbert springing around 
her, and his blue and white plumes bobbing about like 
mad things. 

" Here we are, my dear young ladies, you see ; come to 
drive out with you in the splendid sledge, — you know you 
couldn't possibly drive out by yourselves — it does not look 
well ! and it's just what I've been wanting all day. I was 
terribly moped ; and Adalbert, my Wurmchen, didn't you 
want a drive in the beautiful sledge? Oh! we'll have 
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such a charming drive, won't we, dear young ladies !» 

exclaimed the good Oberstin, with the most delightful self- 
assurance. 

A cloud passed over our brows ; but the Frau Oberstin 
wore such an elegant blonde veil, and little Adalbert was 
so blinded by his curls and his feathers, that probably nei- 
ther of them could see the dark looks of their proposed 
companions. 

"We are going to make a call upon' Madame de 
," observed Anna, in a cold voice. 

" Oh, never mind that, Fraulein Ovitt ; never mind 
that / We'll sit in the sledge whilst you call." 

" I fear you will scarcely find room in the sledge, Frau 
Oberstin," observed Isabel. 

" Not room !" ejaculated the portly dame. " Not 
room ! my dear Fraulein ; it's the largest sledge in all 
Munich ! there would be room and to spare for all my six 
boys ! And, by the by, I dare say we may meet Ludwig 
and Max returning from school when we return from our 
drive, or the nurses somewhere with Luitpold, Otto, and 
the baby; and you wouldn't mind — now would you? — 
though you always do pretend to say you are not lovers of 
children, — to take some of the dear Wurmchen for a drive. 
It is such a beautiful day, and such a large sledge !" 

It was certainly not agreeable to have your sledge 
forcibly taken possession of by uninvited companions. 
But out in the sunshine, when the handsome lady, seating 
herself in the best seat, with every possible grace arranged 
Adalbert between Isabel and Anna, demanding from them 
" whether, now, they really did not think it was a very 
splendid thought her going with them?" they were forced 
to relax in their vexation, and smile. 

Madame de was not at home ; so leaving cards 

away we dashed past the little house with its golden bal- 
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cony formerly inhabited by Lola Montes, but not in the 
direction of Nymphenburg ! The Frau Oberstin had al- 
ready decided that our drive must be to the Au-Meister 
in the English Garden, — had given, in her loud tone of com- 
mand, directions to the driver, — and away to the English 
Garden we were now speeding. 

Away we dashed through the streets, every body turning 
round to admire the splendid sledge, across the Odeon 
Platz, where stand the statues of Gluck and Orlando di 
Lasso, which to-day in the sunshine looked extremely well, 
as you caught the gleam of their tawny bronze against a back- 
ground of dazzling snow and a heaven of summer blue ; 
and through the archway of the Arcade we dash into the 
Hof-Garten. All looks especially gay this winter's 
afternoon : people walking under the arcade ; people walking 
about over the crisp trodden snow beneath the formal rows 
of leafless trees which fill the square. On one hand 
stretches the garden-front of the Palace, its pediment 
crowned by the allegorical figures of the different provinces 
of Bavaria, and its fagade gay with decorations in a style 
to my taste too much resembling French plum-box orna- 
ment ; but which, nevertheless, looked bright and cheerful 
in the wintery weather. Before us lies a long, white, many- 
windowed building, with steep and dormer-windowed 
roofs — a barracks. Behind us, and to our left hand, the 
arcade, the frescoes and dull scarlet walls and groups of 
statuary of which shine out, from beneath long rows of 
rounded arches, pleasantly enough, as you catch transient 
glimpses of them between the leafless trees. This Hof- 
Garten fresco decoration one might give as about the 
worst specimen of Munich art; but truly to-day the 
effect was good. Among the promenaders in the Hof- 
Garten, — it is of course a great resort of nurses and 
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children, — we found one of the Fran Oberstin's nurses, — 
the one who wears the pretty Munich costume. The baby 
was asleep on a pink cushion laid upon a little wooden 
sledge, and sleeping he was drawn over the beaten snow. 
Fat little Luitpold was toddling beside the picturesque 
nurse-maid. 

The Frau Oberstin instantly catching sight of the group, 
had Luitpold transferred with lightning rapidity from 
the snowy ground to the warmth of the grand sledge. 
There would have been no use in remonstrance from us, 
could we have hardened ourselves into sufficient un- 
graciousness. And when the little fellow shouted with 
glee, and hid his little hands under the leopard-skin, 
seeking with much merriment to catch hold of his brother's 
hands, and their blue and white plumes danced together 
as gaily as the plumes upon the horses' heads, we gradually 
called forth our latent amiability. 

Surely," observed the complacent Frau Oberstin, 

to-day we shall meet the Royal sledges ; they are a fine 
sight 1 And we look so handsome, with these dear chil- 
dren, that really I should not object to it !" 

But we did not meet the Royal sledges. 

We met, however, troops and troops of people streaming 
out of the English Garden, as though it had been summer. 
And summer it might have been, judging from the sun- 
shine, and deep, clear, joyous sky above us. Of a truth 
the day was a delightful blending of the beauty of summer 
sky and winter landscape. 

Now we swept past some grand old beech-tree, whose 
mossy boles and venerable twisted roots, still strewn with 
ruddy leaves, rose green and sylvan from amidst the ex- 
panse of spotless snow ; now past a clump of shrubs whose 
crimson twigs and stems were a flush of warmth ; now we 
greeted with delight fantastic bowers of clemetis which fes- 
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tooned the forest-trees, and bore upon their myriad en- 
twined and slender fingers wreaths and masses of snow, 
beautiful and soft as clustering blossoms. 

We might have been travelling through an enchanted 
forest, such lovely gems hung from the branches. Here 
rich bunches of the scarlet dog-wood berries mingled with 
black berries of the privet — coral and jet ; a golden leaf 
fluttering here and there ; and ever and anon a slender 
pendant icicle catching the sun-beams, flashed out from an 
over-hanging branch like a diamond dagger. 

We met many sledges so bright in colour, that if one 
has compared the berries and icicles to gems, one is 
tempted to call these sledges flowers which have come out 
in winter to adorn the pleasant garden. That large 
flaunting sledge, yellow " picked out" with red, must be a 
Tulip; that comfortable, compact little "turn-out" cer- 
tainly is a Ranunculus ; here we have a deep blue Lark- 
spur, and there, in the modest, quaint peasant's sledge of 
green and gold, we have the pleasant, common, golden 
Buttercup, half buried in its rich green leaves ! And we, 
too, with our scarlet cushions and our azure plumes, we 
must be a bouquet of lovely Lobelias ! No, it would have 
been more correct to liken sledges to brilliant birds, or to 
gorgeous, swift, and cheerily singing insects, for all have 
their sharp clear chime and jingle of bells, as they sweep 
along ! Our bells were silver, — a gradation of bells, and, 
therefore, of sound. The bells were hung within a steel 
bow which was arched above either horse's neck ! Pleasant 
and gay was their ringing in the enchanted forest ! 

We have passed the round temple-like pavilion standing 
upon its high mound, and which always in summer, when 
seen amid leafy trees and across an expanse of flowers, 
reminds me of the Temple of Hymen as depicted in valen- 
tines, and towards which a very yellow-haired and rosy- 
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cheeked Cupid is conducting a blue-coated swain and a 
bashful maiden in white frock and pink sash. We have 
passed various pretty rustic bridges spanning branches of 
the Isar which dash and foam over mossy stones, — we have 
passed the lake, now one sheet of snow-covered ice, over 
which a crowd of skaters is careering, — we have passed 
various disconsolate looking and deserted summer-houses 
and coffee and beer resorts, where now snow lies in thick 
piles upon tables and benches ; and now we are in a part 
of the Garden which is quite new to us. Here and there 
among the trees we notice little wigwams made of grass 
and reeds : have we reached, then, the abode of woodland 
elves ? Ah ! there are the elves, crimson and green, with 
brilliant sparkling eyes peeping at us from out the under- 
wood, and flitting across our path. 

The little boys are enchanted, — we are in the Phea- 
santry ! Now we have arrived at the Au-Meister ! 

" What is the Au-Meister? asked we, full of curiosity. 

" Only a little Wirthshaus !" returned the Frau Ober- 
stin. 

" Very good coffee at the Au-Meister I gracious ladies I" 
observed our big, jolly driver, turning round with a face 
red and circular as the sun which was setting behind the 
wooded horizon ; — " And very good beer too 1" 

But neither attraction persuaded us to alight from the 
splendid sledge ; and our driver turned his horses' heads 
towards Munich with a very dissatisfied countenance when 
commanded so to do by the Frau Oberstin's strong voice. 
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CHAPTER XII. 

A STUDENTS* TORCH PROCESSION. 

December 1st. — Frau v. Amsel brought us word to-day 
that there would be this evening a torch-procession of the 
students, in honour of one of the favourite professors of the 
University. It had been extremely foggy all day, and it 
was feared this might interfere with the effect of the spec- 
tacle. The mist, however, seemed to be driven away by 
the torches as they came up the broad Ludwig Strasse like 
dancing fiery tongues, hundreds and hundreds of them, in 
two long lines, up either side of the magnificent street, 
casting their ruddy glow upon the parapets, statues, Byzan- 
tine mouldings and arches of the noble buildings. Every 
object was illumined with a burning glow. 

We had taken our station upon the broad flight of steps 
of the Damens Stift, which faces the Ludwig's church ; and 
thus commanded a good view up and down the street. The 
students assembled in front of the University, which is at 
the lower end of the Ludwig Strasse, nearly filling with 
their numbers the wide space between the University and 
the Jesuits' College. There the torches were lighted, and 
then, each student bearing his torch, the procession — pre- 
ceded and followed by a band of musicians, playing marches 
alternately — advanced along the street. 

Imagine these two approaching streams of torches, borne 
in the hands of youths and young men quaintly attired in 
hooded cloaks, or in black velvet coats, and each student 
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wearing a small tricolour skull-cap of the colours of his 
corps, and with his corps-band crossing his breast. As the 
torches burned down, the youths, to refresh the flame, 
struck them on the ground, leaving as they marched along 
streaks and sparks of fire behind them. Here and there, at 
certain distances up the centre of the broad street, between 
the lines of torch-bearers, strode the signors of the different 
corps, one by one, in full costume of black velvet coat, with 
a broad tricolour scarf crossing the breast, with white 
leather breeches and huge black shining boots, which 
reached above the knee, with spurs and jingling sword- 
sheaths ringing upon the frosty earth, and bearing in their 
hands gleaming naked swords. 

Up the centre also slowly progressed, here and there, an 
open carriage, in which sat students wearing their tricolour 
corps-caps, but otherwise dressed as if for a ball, in black 
coats, white waistcoats, white cravats, and white kid gloves. 
These were the students deputed to wait upon the favourite 
Professor. 

The ruddy torch-light flared upon the groups of specta- 
tors crowding the causeways ; upon the spectators leaning 
from windows ; upon the broad portals and white facade of 
the Ludwig's Church, bathing in warm light the rounded 
arches, the sculptured saints and capitals, whilst the two 
slender towers faded away gradually and mysteriously into 
the upper darkness and coldness of night. The torches 
with their columns of ruddy smoke swayed to and fro, here 
leaping up and casting their crimson glow upon some fair- 
haired and delicately featured youth, or upon the gigantic 
stalwart corps-signor who strode beside him, and whose 
brawny proportions, closely cropped red hair and burly 
beard, and gleaming broad-sword, showed forth wildly in the 
unearthly light like those of some old German knight of 
the middle ages. Further down the street the torches 
flitted and danced like hundreds of fire-flies. 
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Leaving the Ludwig Strasse and crossing two or three 
squares, we found the fiery tongues flitting through a grim 
old gateway, which leads into the older portion of the city. 
They cast their red illumination upon many a heavy balcony, 
upon many a quaint old-gabled house, upon many a dingy 
frowning portal, upon many an antiquated shop. Their red 
light flared also upon a house with a long row of high windows 
running along the ground-floor, and which were defended with 
iron stanchions, quite prison-like. It was a great school of 
boys ; and all these windows were crowded with animated 
boyish faces, rosy, pale, plump, meagre, handsome, plain — 
illumined with eagerness as well as by the torch-light. You 
saw how the little fellows burnt with desire for the time 
when they, no longer prisoners, should, as free, jovial, and 
admired " Mmen-sdhne" march gallantly through the 
streets with music, torches, and loud shouts of " Victoria, 
Bavaria I" At length the procession paused ; the musi- 
cians arranged themselves on either side of a somewhat 
humble-looking house. The corps-signors grouped them- 
selves in the centre of the street opposite. 

Was this small, almost mean-looking dwelling, then, the 
home of the beloved and learned professor, in whose honour 
the whole University had come forth in such gallant array? 
Or must not the professor rather live in one of the two 
lofty antiquated and imposing mansions which rose to the 
right and left of the humble abode ? Yes, the professor 
probably would come forth and address his pupils from that 
heavy balcony of fantastic iron-work which adorned the 
larger of the two imposing mansions. But no ! there is no 
festive look about the great houses. About the little house 
there is an expectant air. Lights shine through the four 
windows of the middle story. In one window burns a 
taper ; another window is open. 

Soon the students who have arrived in carriages descend 
and enter the house ; they may be seen in the lit-up room 
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conversing with a grey-headed gentleman. The two bands 
of musicians greet the great professor with music. One of 
the students calls forth a congratulation from the street j 
the grey-headed gentleman leans out from the open win- 
dow, and in a low voice, whose tones scarcely reach us 
where we stand, addresses a few words to the crowd below. 
The signors clash their swords together ; there is a loud 
but brief hurrah ! the music bursts forth once more ; again 
the professor bows from his window, and a lady gazes down 
upon the crowd from the window where burns the taper. 
A glimpse is caught of the student-deputies drinking wine 
within the professor's lighted rooms; and the train of 
torches once more moves along. 

The procession again wound through the picturesque 
streets, passed beneath another grim old gateway, and 
emerged upon a large square. Here the torch-bearers 
forming into a vast ring, the quaintly attired corps-signors, 
with their brandished swords, stood in the centre, with the 
musicians on either hand. The voices of the many hun- 
dred students burst forth like the murmur of the ocean 
into the solemn Guadeamus Igitur. Then, clashing their 
swords, the signors shouted a loud " vivat !" for their Uni- 
versity and Academic freedom, and at once hundreds of 
burning torches were flung whirling and flaming through 
the air ; then falling, formed two pyres, where they burnt 
down gradually, and smouldered ; first, however, sending 
up vast masses of red flame and columns of dusky crimson 
smoke, which cast a fantastic lurid glare upon the rapidly 
departing crowds. 

December 2rf. — Isabel is bending down over her slate, 
writing various profound questions out of Ollendorff 
Grammar about " Have you my ass's hay ? No, I have not 
your ass's hay; but I have the hay of my neighbour's ass," 
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She is everlastingly puzzling her brain with such questions, 
till I wonder that she does not go quite crazy, and frequently 
startles me with the interrogation " Has the baker's dog 
got the fine golden collar ? No, the dog of my brother's 
tailor has the fine golden collar." 

Apropos of dogs and dog-collars. To-day I asked what 
had become of my old friend Carlo, that beautiful dog 
which, in the statuette of Kaulbach, lies at his feet look- 
ing up lovingly into his face ; and I learned — what I had 
feared would happen — that the poor, old, handsome beast, 
with his blind eye, was dahin — had disappeared from the 
surface of the earth! " Ah ! he was done for at the last 
dog-examination !" was the reply. 

" Dog-examination ?" asked I; forgetting for the mo- 
ment how the dogs here are looked after and examined by 
the police as though they were human beings. 

" Yes ! he was condemned by the police to die at the 
last examination, and he exists no more." 

I told Isabel, when I returned home, of poor old Carlo's 
fate ; and after dinner, when in a very lazy mood we were 
lying each upon our sofa, and had commissioned Fraulein 
Sanchen to prepare our coffee, we began questioning her 
about these public " dog-days," whilst she stood superin- 
tending the boiling of the milk over the spirit-lamp. She 
told us that each quarter of the town is summoned to pre- 
sent its dogs upon a certain day, twice a year, to the police ; 
and that then, the state of health of each dog being ascer- 
tained, every dog in good health receives a little ticket, 
which is hung round his neck. Fraulein Sanchen was sur- 
prised that we had never noticed these little metal labels. 
Any dog found without his label is liable to be killed by 
the police. All dogs pronounced dangerous, ill, or very 
old, are destroyed, and buried at a certain spot near Send- 
ling, which is the grave-yard of all the dogs and horses of 
Munich. 
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" Fraulein Sanchen," said I, much interested about this 
horrible spot, "is it there that the public execution of 
criminals takes place ?" 

"No, gracious Fraulein! people are beheaded on the 
Theresien Wiese." 

" Have you ever, Fraulein Sanchen, seen a beheading ?" 
I inquired with a shudder, knowing that most Munich 
women of her class hasten to witness executions as an ordi- 
nary excitement. 

"Certainly," she replied: she had witnessed the exe- 
cutions of two criminals often spoken of in Munich — the 
soldier-servant, who murdered the young wife of his master 
and her maid ; and the man who had killed an old priest 
two or three years ago. 

The accomplice of this man I had seen in the Au Prison, 
where he is confined for life. It is seldom that the law of 
capital punishment is carried into execution in Bavaria. I un- 
derstand that Bang Ludwig had a peculiar horror of signing 
a death-warrant ; and this accounts for so many murderers 
being confined in the Au Prison. There are rumours of a 
law being now in contemplation by which the execution of 
criminals in Bavaria shall be closed from the eye of the 
public — shall alone be witnessed by certain deputed officials. 
And when one meets with instances of women, usually 
tender-hearted, such as Fraulein Sanchen, hastening to 
witness one public execution after another with gusto, one 
desires that the law were already passed. From Fraulein 
Sanchen I derived the following ghastly picture. 

Early in the forenoon the condemned criminal is con- 
ducted from the prison to the Stadt-Gericht (Court of 
Justice), in the old portion of the city. The unhappy man 
is bareheaded ; his hair and beard are cut quite close ; he 
is clothed in a grey or black blouse of woollen stuff; upon 
both breast and back is hung a placard, setting forth the 
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particulars of his crime ; he is seated in a peasant's wagon ; 
two priests attend him, — Catholic if he be Catholic, Lutheran 
if he be Lutheran. Gendarmes follow the wagon ; a dense 
crowd presses around. The procession halts before the 
windows of the Court-house. The solemn judge appears ; 
he reads the condemnation of the criminal ; he breaks a staff. 
" The staff is broken — the words are spoken !" he exclaims. 
There is a death-like silence. The criminal looks up towards 
his jud^e. The bells cf all the churches begin to toll ; the 
procession moves onwards; the multitude grows and 
grows. 

What a mighty ocean of spectators are awaiting the pro- 
cession upon the Theresien Wiese in the midst of this soft 
May-rain ! There rises a tall scaffold. Upon the scaffold 
is a chair ; behind the chair stands a man in black ; beside 
the chair is a bier ; and beside the bier stand gendarmes. 
The criminal, in his grey frock, and with his staring labelled 
breast and back, ascends the scaffold. The man in black 
comes forward, beseeching pardon from the miserable man 
for the deed he is about to perform. The criminal's eyes 
are bound with a handkerchief; he is led towards the chair ; 
he is placed in it. The man in black with his long sword 
strikes a terrible blow from behind, through bone and 
muscles and arteries! Two— three blows, perhaps, he 
strikes ! — such things have been. Forth spouts the crimson 
life-blood like a hideous fountain, — there is a rush of people 
with handkerchiefs to be steeped in the warm gore, as 
charms against sickness and misfortune, — and the spectacle 
is over I 
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CHAPTER XIII. 

STREET MUSIC — THE ANTIGONE. 

December 1}th. — Yesterday morning, Isabel heard for 
the first time mass performed in the Hof-Kapelle : those 
grand chants pealing through the golden and frescoed 
galleries affected her imagination as much as I had ex- 
pected. After we came out of the chapel we did as the 
rest of Munich did, went to hear the military band play 
at 12 o'clock, beneath the Feldherrn-Halle, as it is called, — 
a beautiful portico which terminate* the Ludwig Strasse, 
at the end opposite to the Sieges-Thor. This portico is 
very beautiful, built by Gartner, upon the plan of Orcagna's 
Logia dei Lanzi at Florence. Three noble round arches, 
rich with sculptured devices, rise upon slender columns 
from a flight of broad steps. Two bronze statues, designed 
by Schwanthaler, are placed within the portico : they are 
of Tilly and Prince Wrede. 

Beneath the Logia the military band of the Haupt-Wach 
plays every day at 12 o'clock, and as they play remark- 
ably well, and choose good music, it is a great resort of 
the Munich people, especially on Sundays. 

As we disliked the gossiping crowd in the street, we 
posted ourselves at a window of a public gallery in the 
palace, which overlooks the scene. Imagine now a 
military band ravishing our ears with strains from 
" Norma" or the e Zauber Flote," and imagine the street 
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— square, almost one must call it — the Ludwig-Strasse 
having widened out here into the Odeon-Platz — crowded 
with motley groups. As to-day happened to be very cold, 
with snow lying upon the ground, the crowd principally 
consisted of gentlemen. This fact, however, did not pre- 
vent the scene being very gay in colour, and picturesque in 
cut of garb. At these twelve-o'clock concerts the students 
of the University always muster in great numbers. Their 
scarlet and green, and white and crimson caps, and caps 
also of three colours combined, tell out very gaily. Many 
of them also wear Bemouses, lined with blue or crimson 
like a woman's cloak ; those who wear neither Bernouse 
nor mantle will have a bright coloured scarf twisted round 
their throats, deep-blue, or green, or parti-coloured. Their 
bright youthful faces increase greatly the effect of their 
fantastic array, and as their long beautiful hair floats back 
from their brows in the wind, an onward look of " Excel- 
sior" is given to many a face. But all the students' counte- 
nances are not beautiful, or filled with an eager aspiring — 
there are numbers of ordinary and of S€ devil-may-care" 
faces. 

There, too, assemble " Philistines" as well as students 
— to use student phraseology. Here are Munich Exquisites 
in light-kid gloves and spruce hats, and with gold-headed 
canes daintily held in their well-gloved hands, and more 
picturesque specimens of " Philisterium" in felt-hats of 
every shape and hue, and with brigand-looking cloaks; 
here are lean and burly and bloated citizen-folk — here are 
officers and privates from every Bavarian regiment, and 
here is also a sprinkling of Tyroleans. That is a very 
picturesque group now crossing the square. Three men 
and one woman, all handsome, with clear eyes and bright 
complexions ; the men have short curling beards, and wear 
tall hats of black felt, adorned with heavy gold tassels; 
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they have broad green bands crossing their scarlet waist- 
coats, dark green coats, and black velvet breeches. The 
woman looks most demure and modest following the men, 
and never raising her eyes from the ground : she is very gay 
in her costume also. She has a tall black felt-hat with a 
gold tassel, a black boddice, and gorgeous pink sleeves 
and petticoat. 

As it was such a cold day, many ladies had taken refuge, 
like ourselves, in the gallery of the Palace, and the row of 
gallery windows being lined with female faces, caused 
many looks and smiles to be directed up towards the 
windows from the crowd below. And these eyes and these 
smiles no doubt caused many other smiles and some 
blushes to pass over the faces at the windows. We noticed 
a very pretty blush pass over a pretty face encircled by a 
pink bonnet standing just before us. 

But the musical quarter of an hour was over! The 
music suddenly ceased : the soldiers descended the step3 
of the portico, and first having deafened us with their 
frightful drumming, marched past the Theatine Church, 
which faces this side of the Palace, and which, with its 
domes and heavy renaissance architecture, formed our 
background to the motley crowd. The soldiers turning 
the corner of the Odeon struck into a lively march, — as 
usual disturbing the sermon of good Mr. Smith, preach- 
ing, in a room of the Odeon, his good sermon to the good 
respectable congregation which constitutes the English 
Church at Munich. 

I must confess we had felt rather wicked as we encoun- 
tered on our way to the Hof-Kapelle all the good English 
folks wending their way thither ; — English embassy in its 
carriages, all bright, and respectable, and solemn — English 
of lower degree on foot, all recognisable from solemnity, 
respectability, and by what the Frenchman called " mutton- 
chop whiskers." 



128 AN ART-STUDENT IN MUNICH. 

The crowd dispersing from the twelve o'clock music, 
usually betakes itself on Sundays to the Kunst-Verein 
— Art-Union Exhibition, which is open all the year 
through in rooms over the Hof-Garten Arcade. Each 
week the pictures are changed, or at all events if all are 
not changed some of them are ; and Sunday is the first 
day of each new weekly exhibition. There critics and 
artists, students and connoisseurs and non-connoisseurs, 
criticise, admire, and gossip. To-day nothing particular 
struck us there. We saw a few clever genre pictures, a 
lovely Tyrolean landscape or two, some clever sketches 
made by an artist upon an Italian tour ; but nothing 
especially worth chronicling. 

December 18/A. — We were present the other evening at 
the second performance of " Antigone," which has been 
revived here to do honour to the King's Name-day. We 
were lucky in obtaining excellent seats just close to one of 
the Royal boxes, where Isabel, who has not yet become as 
much accustomed to the sight of royalty as I have, had the 
pleasure of watching King Ludwig's elbow just beside us 
as he propped his head upon his hand and leant for- 
ward. King Max and his Queen, and Prince Adalbert, 
occupied a box in the centre of the theatre, commanding a 
full view of the stage. In fact, so many princes and 
princesses, and grand people, were present, that it might 
have been the gala night itself. These old Greek plays 
are much the fashion in Germany since the King of Prussia 
revived them at Berlin. 

The stage was arranged as much as possible after the 
antique model. There was a lower stage upon which the 
Chorus appeared and disappeared, and grouped themselves 
round an altar which rose in the centre, and was hung 
with wreaths and votive chaplets, and an upper stage, ap- 
proached by a flight of steps, where the play itself was 
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performed. A screen rose between the two stages, and 
when we entered the theatre hid the higher and farther 
stage from sight. When the screen sank, we saw the front 
of a Theban palace, which remained throughout the tragedy ; 
for there was no changing of scenery, and only one single 
pause in the performance, when for a few moments this 
screen again rose. 

Until the orchestra breathed forth Mendelssohn's fore- 
boding strains, and whilst the musicians were tuning their 
instruments, and the sole female performer was silently 
passing her fingers over the strings of her harp, we beguiled 
our impatience by reading the argument of the tragedy as 
it stood in the programme. 

According to historians, the epoch of the tragedy is 
about 1230 before Christ. It has been prophesied to 
Lagos, King of Thebes, that his future son shall be his 
destroyer. Thus when his wife Jocasta bears him a son, 
GEdipus, Lagos has him exposed upon a rock to perish. 
The child, however, is saved, and grows up into a youth. 
GEdipus, accidentally meeting his unknown father, slays 
him, and having solved the enigma of the Sphynx, is raised 
by the Theban people to the throne of his slain father, and 
then marries Jocasta, his own mother. Four children are 
born to them, Eteocles and Polynices sons, Antigone and 
Ismene daughters. The soothsayer Teiresias, revealing 
these fearful relationships to GEdipus, CEdipus puts out his 
eyes, and wandering forth in his misery, dies. Jocasta 
hangs herself; Eteocles and Polynices contend about the 
government of Thebes. Civil war ensues — the brothers 
slay each other, and the whole land is overwhelmed with a 
great distress ; Creon, brother to the dead Jocasta, seizes 
upon the sceptre. At this point the drama of Sophocles 
commences. Creon has issued a command that no one 
shall inter the, corpse of Polynices, the betrayer of his 
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country : this, according to antique feelings, being the 
greatest insult that could be offered to the dead. But 
Antigone, driven by a sister's love, buries the body, and 
is condemned herself to death by Creon. 

The wailing, portentous strains of the overture have now 
died away, and the screen sinks. A noble white-robed 
female figure is seen leaning against the columns of the 
Palace. The figure raises her white face, when another female 
form glides forth. This second woman is of a slighter, 
gentler mould ; she is not arrayed in spectral white, but in a 
rich orange tunic and sweeping azure mantle. They are 
Antigone and Ismene. Antigone, in low earnest tones, 
hoarse with emotion, beseeches her sister to disregard the 
commands of Creon, and to aid her in burying the beloved 
dead. Ismene is full of fear — refuses, and leaves her sister. 
Antigone, with a stern white face and proud bearing, raises 
a golden ewer upon her head, and slowly descending the 
steps from the upper stage, passes off. A troop of old men, 
wrapt in their ample mantles of sombre hues, with heads 
and locks hoary with age, and steadying their steps with 
tall staves, appears on the lower stage to the right and left 
of the altar. They are the chorus of aged Thebans. They 
sing in lamenting accents of discord, war, misery, and of 
the hapless corpse lying unburied. They wave their aged 
arms, and their plaintive voices rush howling and whistling 
like a sorrowing wind through a drear wintry forest. 

Slowly the portals of the Palace swing back upon their 
hinges, and, attended by four white-robed youths, Creon 
appears, majestic. A heavy mantle of rich Tyrian purple 
sweeps around him ; his glossy black curls are compressed 
beneath a simple circlet of gold ; his nervous white arm 
gleams like polished ivory as he grasps a tall golden wand. 
He sternly commands the chorus to watch over his behest re- 
garding the body of Polynices. His accents are few and stern. 
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A messenger arrives in haste. He ascends the flight of 
steps ; he pauses, leans on his spear, and speaks — the body 
has been interred ! 

Creon, mad with rage, issues his command that the 
offender guilty of this great crime be sought after and 
punished with fiercest vengeance. 

The old men raise their warning voices in loud appealing 
chorus. 

Antigone, her face rigid, white, and stern, is dragged for- 
ward by a soldier. She is accused; she declares her deed, and 
her readiness to suffer for it. Creon, transported with his 
rage, implicates Ismene. Antigone proclaims her sister's 
innocence of all participation in the deed, refusing to listen 
to Ismene's prayers, as she beseeches permission to share her 
sister's death of ignominy. Then, in a fit of human weakness, 
Antigone bewails her miserable doom, and the awful des- 
tiny of her whole race : her " Woe ! oh, woe !" moans around. 
She is led off by guards. Two youths follow her, bearing 
water in a golden ewer, and. bread in a basket ; for she is 
condemned to be thrown into a cavern, there to perish with 
hunger. Passing the altar, she flings herself before it, 
clasping it with her arms, pressing her pallid brow upon 
its steps. The guards cover her with a black veil. She 
shudders beneath it, rises, and with bowed head slowly 
passes away. 

In solemn dirges the chorus laments her fate, and the 
fate of her race. 

But now up the steps flies a youth towards the palace. 
He is clad in a rich white tunic, bordered with a deep hem 
of gold ; he wears golden sandals upon his feet, a golden 
sheathed sword swings from his girdle. He pleads with 
the stern King by eloquent words and gestures ; but the 
King remains unmoved. The youth, concealing his face in 
his mantle, retires. He is Haemon, — the betrothed of 
Antigone, the son of King Creon. 
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A very aged man, with a child guiding his faltering 
steps, ascends towards the King: it is the soothsayer Teiresias, 
who comes with tidings of evil from the gods. The gods 
must be appeased, says the venerable seer — the body must 
be interred ; Antigone must be released. Creon relents. 

The chorus rejoice, crowning themselves with garlands, 
and hymning praises to Bacchus, the tutelary god of 
Thebes. 

Again a messenger ! He demands the Queen Eurydice. 
The Queen, atte ded by her ladies, comes forth from her 
palace. It is to learn that Haemon, her beloved and 
beautiful son, has burst into the cavern in search of 
Antigone, has found her dead by her own hand, and has 
then destroyed himself ! 

The miserable Queen is borne forth by her attendants. 

Slowly, slowly, and most mournfully, now approaches a 
strange group, and creeps silently and slowly up the flight 
of steps. Creon, divested of his golden diadem, his face 
haggard and woe-stricken, aided by mourning attendants, 
is bearing home his dead son. He has wound the stark 
corpse in his royal mantle ; the long rich hair of the dead 
sweeps the earth and marble stairs as the head droops over 
the miserable father's arms. Gently they lay down the 
youth wrapt in his father's mantle. Creon bows over the 
corpse. He is no longer the haughty monarch, but rather 
seems some miserable spectre bending there in his white 
garments ; all the pomp of royalty has fallen from him ; all 
that remains is the agonised human being. His face is white 
as the face of the dead; he presses his son's head to his 
breast in convulsive agony, covering it with kisses and 
tears. The attendant youths avert their faces. 

The Palace-gates slowly once more swing widely open. 
There in her royal robes dies Eurydice — dies by her own 
hand. Creon staggers towards her like one in a bewildered 
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dream. The gates again close — the aged men raise their 
voices — the drama is at an end. 

Such is the plot of Antigone. Meagre in detail, awful 
through its rude simplicity, it creates a breathlessness such 
as is felt in presence of the Elgin marbles. 

To complete the artistic effect of the whole* the draperies 
were of richest colours, of most harmonious arrangements, 
and, made of soft fine woollen, fell in folds of serene and 
purest beauty. The draperies had been arranged by 
Kaulbach, 
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CHAPTER XIV. 



VISIT TO THE GREAT BRONZE FOUNDRY. 

December 19/A.— We have been to the great Bronze 
Foundry to-day. This Foundry is situated on the out- 
skirts of the city, in the road leading to the Palace of 
Nymphenburg. I took with me a card of introduction 
from Dr. F. ; for T had a desire to see, and have some 
conversation with, Ferdinand Miller the inspector, and 
the man through whose patience and energy all those 
great and difficult works have been accomplished. 

Approaching the workshops standing in their desolate 
enclosure, you see before you, near one of the entrances, a 
huge bronze lion, fellow to the one sent to the Great Exhi- 
bition. A black-handed artizan coming forth from one 
of the workshops, I presented to him Dr. F.'s card, and 
he turning back with us we entered one of the two build- 
ings in the enclosure. 

The first room into which we were led contains two 
other of the four Lions destined for the car of the Bavaria 
upon the Triumphant Arch in the Ludwigs Strasse. These 
grim gigantic beasts, gazing down with their large bronze 
countenances, seemed the tutelary gods of the place, and 
the hum and metallic vibration which filled the air, the 
hymning of their worshippers. Workmen were busy filing 
and polishing their colossal forms, smoothing their vast 
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sides, and rasping their golden manes. Workmen were 
filing and polishing portions also of other statues. Here was 
a diademed colossal head of Charlemagne ; there a bust of 
Goethe; there a mail-clad arm — a fragment of rich dia- 
pery ; there a golden lyre and wreath ; leaning against the 
wall stood two circular shields, gleaming like gold/ — 
the shields of Victories in the Bohemian Valhalla. 
What a rasping and filing ! what a murmur and metallic 
vibration I Keen-eyed, dexterous-fingered men and 
youths bending over their masses of golden metal, — 
light falling from lofty windows upon their picturesque 
heads and forms in broad gushes, — presented a scene 
striking and peculiar. One was instantly reminded of 
the earlier designs in Retzch's Illustration to the Song of 
the Bell : there were the same groups, the same heads, the 
same attitudes, and added to these, colour, light, shade, and 
motion. 

The man who attended us was an excellent guide. I 
told him that we had seen the Colossal Lion in London, 
and enquired after it ; he said it was now at Cologne on 
its way home, and that it must remain there until Spring, 
when the Rhine steamers recommenced running. 

I told him how, a few years ago, I had seen the Bavaria in 
progress here, when the mighty clay mould stood beneath 
its wooden tower, and how fortunate I considered myself 
to have witnessed last year its great day of triumph ; and 
when I said how deeply I respected and admired the ex- 
ertions of the " Herrn-Inspector," and spoke of the interest 
which both I and my companion took in all these mighty 
works, the man's face lighted up with a smile of pride and 
intelligence. 

Now we stood in a lofty room whose high bare walls 
were intersected by long windows, and in the centre of 
which rose a huge brick furnace, and before the furnace 
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was a deep pit. This was one of the smelting and casting 
rooms ; but neither smelting nor casting was just then going 
forward. The workmen were busy preparing for a casting 
of a large portion of the Bavaria which is intended for the 
Triumphal Arch, and which will take place in about a 
month. The preparation of the various moulds, and 
their numerous portions, is a long and difficult process. 
Here, in this room, lay open, side by side, portions of the 
various moulds for the head and arms of the Bavaria and 
for the Lions, — the great work now in progress. Here 
was the mould of her head and face, which have just 
been cast ; there, in the pit, lay what our guide called the 
" Kern" or kernel of her head, — the mass of clay which 
is introduced into the centre of the mould, so as to render 
the casting hollow. A heap of unsuccessful castings lay in 
one corner of the room ; masses of dark metal in which 
some traces of beautiful form were yet conspicuous, — an 
heroic helmet, or a nobly formed and sandalled foot. 

But the most interesting casting-room is contained in 
the second and larger building, before the door of. which 
stands the huge Lion. It is in this atelier that the great 
Bavaria was cast. 

This room contains two furnaces, and is consequently 
very lofty and of great extent ; so large and lofty, in fact, 
that the plaster casts of various colossal statues standing 
about appear only of an ordinary size. There is the plaster 
cast of the statue of Gustavus Adolphus, — the statue that 
was wrecked some few weeks since off Heligoland on its 
its way to Sweden. We learned, however, that on this 
very day Ferdinand Miller had received tidings of its 
rescue from the waves, and that the brave old hero had 
been fished up again after infinite trouble, having lost, 
however, in the salt water, all the golden glory of his bronze. 
He had come up, as perhaps befitted one who had just 
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paid Neptune a visit in his submarine haunts, a hero 
clothed in garments of green, the salt water having oxydized 
the metal. 

In company with Gustavus Adolphus stands Herder the 
poet ; and the musical composer Orlando di Lasso, leaning 
on his lute, the Poet of Melody, {Ton-Dichter) as he is 
designated in the inscription on the pedestal of the 
statue. A gigantic* cast of the beckoning hand of the 
Bavaria hangs against the wall ; it is covered with a red 
dust, which, telling warmly in the shadows, relieves it 
strongly from the cold, grey wall behind. Heaps of red 
earth, plaster, and clay, bestrewed the floor, mingling, to 
the eye of the uninitiated, in chaotic disorder with gaping 
moulds and fragments of models and portions of finished 
castings which lie and stand around. 

Here were, again, Retzch-like groups. A young man was 
bending over the clay-model of a door preparing for the Au 
Church, and which represented Ohlmuller the architect, 
and other artists connected with the decoration of this 
lovely church, presenting their designs to King Ludwig. 
The skilful hands of the young man delicately moulded 
and smoothed the wreath of oak leaves and acorns which 
encircled the design ; whilst bearded and grave-visaged 
men anointed and joined the moulds for the forthcoming 
statue of the Bavaria. 

We looked around, thinking of the many spectacles of 
interest which these grey and begrimed walls had wit- 
nessed. Schwanthaler, and Stiglmayer, the departed, 
had been here ; here, no doubt, beneath that bust of him- 
self garlanded with dead leaves had stood King Ludwig and 
his artists to witness the triumphant casting of the Ba- 
varia's head ; here, too, occurred that mighty anxiety of 
mind, when, through the sultry summer days and nights, 
Ferdinand Miller, and his no less anxious wife and toiling 
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workmen, watched the smelting metal for the casting of 
the Bavaria' 8 chest and shoulders, — the largest portion of 
the Colossus ; and where, in the midst of their breathless 
watching, fire burst forth, and only through the bravery 
and coolness of mind of Ferdinand Miller were the casting- 
and the smelting-house saved 1 How many hours of 
patient labour, of wearing anxiety, of bodily fatigue, of 
accomplished resolve, and of glorious triumph, have passed 
away between these high, grey, dreary-looking walls I 

Such scenes were passing before my imagination, when 
I saw a man, of a broad strong make and a resolute 
countenance, approaching us from among a group of 
talkers. He was scarcely better dressed than an ordinary 
workman ; but there was the stamp of education upon him, 
and the determined look of energy and command which 
distinguished him from the others. 

That genial, resolute face, begirt with its bushy light 
brown beard, I remembered to have seen at the May- 
Festival at Starnberg. 

" Have I not the happiness and honour of addressing 
the Herrn Inspect or, Ferdinand Miller?" said I, — with 
doubtless an expression of that earnest enthusiasm and 
respect on my countenance which I felt in my heart. 

" Yes ; I am Ferdinand Miller," said he, raising his cap 
and glancing at Dr. F/s card of introduction, which he 
held in his hand ; and forthwith we found ourselves talking 
of the Bavaria Festival, — of Schwanthaler and his fate, — 
of the memories, beautiful, sad, yet poetical, connected 
with this great Foundry. 

I told him of the deep interest with which I had read 
of the anxious nights and days of watching over the smelt- 
ing for the great Bavaria's casting, and of the fire. He 
pointed up towards the blackened rafters above the fur- 
nace, before which we happened to be standing, saying — 
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" There it burned and smouldered whilst we watched 
below ; yes, it was a time never to be forgotten — a fearful 
experience I" 

Of this and many other things we talked ; and all ended 
by our receiving an invitation to be present at the casting 
of that portion of the lesser Bavaria, for which, as I have 
already said, preparation is now making, and which no one 
can witness except invited by the great master himself ! 



140 AN ART-STUDENT IN MUNICH. 



CHAPTER XV. 

CHRISTMAS-DAY A CHRISTMAS-TREE IN A BEAUTIFUL HOME. 

Christmas Day, 1851. — Someway a strange fear seemed 
to have possessed me this beautiful Christmas-day, when 
such rumours of revolution are abroad — a fearful despon- 
dency lest the power of evil were about for a time to attain 
awful ascendancy. Had not again and again in the world's 
history, the good, the pure, the noble, the refined, fallen 
beneath the hoofs of the brutal, the cruel, the strong ? — 
did it not seem as though nations must endure martyr-, 
dom as well as each individual human soul ? Was not 
even now a deeper, sadder tragedy preparing slowly, 
stealthily for Europe — sadder perhaps than aught else the 
world had witnessed ! 

What had Christmas availed in the world ? what real 
earnest hold had Christ's blessed words upon the world? 
The masses were brutal and superstitious ; the few were 
faithless. What blood had been shed in vain I what 
anguish been endured in vain ! and again and again must 
be shed in vain, before the mighty victory be achieved ! 

Such was the sad under-current of my thoughts as I 
walked along through the snowy streets, with many another 
questioning, which the reading lately of old catholic legends 
has suggested. But of Christ's own pure, blessed words 
there were no questionings. 

Thus pondering in a vague despondency, a peal of 
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trumpets vibrated through the frosty air, sending a 
quick gush of joy through my heart ; and, scarcely knowing 
how I came there, I found myself standing in the 
small chapel of the Franciscan Monastery. It is very 
small and octagonal, with light falling from windows close 
to the ceiling. It is in the vile renaissance style — all 
scroll-work, gilding, and flutter. Round the walls, in each 
of the eight compartments where were no shrines or altars, 
are arranged large oil-paintings illustrating the life of 
St. Francis. All the ornaments are vile, judged by one's 
standard of purity, beauty, and simplicity ; still this morn- 
ing the effect was poetical : the chapel seemed a gorgeous 
grotto — an incrustation of gold and bright-coloured 
objects : the very priests kneeling there robed in stiff 
crimson velvet and gold brocade, rich and stately as the 
priests in Van Eyck's marvellous little picture in the 
Dudley Gallery, seemed a portion of the barbaric orna- 
ment. 

The cold early morning light fell in slant rays through 
the oval windows upon the clouds of incense which floated 
upwards, and through which glittered the golden stars 
which spangled the azure roof. Incense filled the whole 
chapel, meeting one on entrance as if with a bodily pre- 
sence ; and music from a concealed choir flooded the 
chapel, — such delicious sweet music as of angels' voices ; 
now in soft, solemn chorus \ now bursting forth into wild 
hallelujahs \ now hushed into deep, mournful murmurs, as 
if ever a sense of sadness and foreboding mingled with 
ecstatic joy, — yes, even when hymning praises to God and 
celebrating the birth of a Saviour. 

I felt my spirit bow in worship with that ignorant crowd 
of poor people who filled the chapel. Ah ! how beautiful, 
how holy, was faith ! though I might be as ignorant, as 
superstitious, as the most ignorant peasant there, what 
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mattered it ? Better love a phantom than nothing ; to be 
without love was to be without faith or joy. 

The spirit of God had spoken in that music as it spoke 
of old to Saul when David touched the golden strings of his 
harp ; all the demons of doubt had fled, and I could alone 
believe in the strength of goodness ! 

On my way back I met two priests coming through the 
snow from the Monastery, bearing the host to some sick 
person. They were clothed in white robes embroidered 
with gold ; the one in front carried a light burning in a 
large lamp shaped like a lantern; the other reverently 
bowed his head above the sacred wafer and the wine which 
he bore upon a linen napkin, the whole covered with a 
crown of massive silver like a royal diadem. A lady in her 
silks and satins, and a little ragged urchin, as the priests 
came on, paused, knelt in the snow, and crossed them- 
selves ! I paused also, longing almost for the faith which 
taught them to believe that the body of Christ had really 
passed before them, making sacred the very air through 
which it moved. 



The snow fell in thick flakes, in most excellent Christmas 
fashion, upon the fur-collar and warm blue over-coat of our 
droschke driver, as he drove us through the snowy streets 
and snowy English Garden to the house of our kind friend 

the Frau Hofrathin von . We were invited upon 

this evening of St. Stephen's Day, the second Christmas 
holiday, to witness the re-lighting of the Frau . Hofrathin's 
splendid Christmas tree. 

The Frau von and her bevy of sweet-looking 

daughters — a group worthy of Miss Bremer's " Home" — 
welcomed us in the heartiest manner in the fresco-painted 
saloon, in the centre of which rose the tall fir-tree loaded 
with its fruit of sweetmeats, nuts, tapers, and strings of 
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glittering beads of glass. The tapers were not yet lighted, 
and we were told not to pay much attention to the tree, in 
order that we might be all the more struck by its perfect 
beauty when it should be lit up. 

As we might not as yet admire the tree, we admired various 
lovely trinkets and books which the mother and daughters 
had given each other, and also a grand set of toys repre- 
senting Wallenstein's Camp, which had been given to little 
Hugo, the youngest of the family, — "the idol," as the mother 
called him— a rosy, blue-eyed, long flaxen-haired little 
fellow of three years old. Little Hugo, together with a 
brother some year or two older, also flaxen-haired and blue- 
eyed, formed a very pretty picture in the beautiful saloon, 
dressed in their little quaint black velvet tunics. Now 
they were clapping their hands and peeping round the lovely 
mysterious tree ; now they were clinging to their mother. 

Whilst we were admiring the presents the door flew 
open, and the eldest son of the house entered, followed by 
nine youths with swarthy faces, black eyes, and scarlet 
fezes. They were the nine noble Egyptian youths sent over 
by the Pacha of Egypt to study at Munich. There was Salem 
Salem Awad, son of a great philosopher and poet ; Prince 
Murad Ibrahim, son of Pascha Amurad; Prince Hassan 
Hassan, son of an Admiral and Pascha; Prince Jussuph 
Katschador, son of a Bey ; and five other equally noble 
Egyptians, with names equally worthy of figuring in the 
" Arabian Nights" : and the nine noble Egyptians, as if 
they were a corps of ballet-dancers, moved gracefully towards 
the lady of the house, who rose, together with her fair 
daughters, to receive them ; and smiling, they pressed their 
right hands upon their hearts, their lips, and brows, — saluting 
the ladies with the oriental salaam. 

We two foreigners were introduced to the Egyptians ; 
and again nine pair of dark eyes glittered, and nine scarlet 
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fezes bowed, nine right hands pressing breast, lips, and 
brows. 

Again the door opened, and more company arrived, — it 

was the Baron and Baroness D , the care-takers of the 

Egyptian youths during their sojourn in Munich, and their 
children. 

Hildegard, the eldest daughter — the " artist daughter," 
as she is called in the family — now summoned us to coffee 
in an adjoining room ; — I must tell you, that Hildegard, 
this evening being somewhat an invalid, and fearing the 
cold, had wrapt a soft pink gauze scarf round her sweet 
pale face : she resembled a delicate blush-rose. Coffee was 
handed round to us by the moustachioed servant, whilst one 
of the five daughters presented to each of the company most 
delicious cakes, which were heaped up in a perfect moun- 
tain upon a rich silver salver. It was a very pretty sight, 
these nine noble Egyptian youths standing in line along the 
room, each with his scarlet fez upon his head, and with his 
coffee-cup in his hand, and those sweet young girls with 
their fair hair and dark blue eyes, in their blue dresses and 
green dresses, and Hildegard with her soft pink halo around 
her, flitting to and fro : surely the noble Egyptians must 
have believed they were houries. 

During this coffee-drinking, behind the folding-doors 
which divided the two saloons, the Christmas-tree was being 

lighted by Heinrich von , and all the small children 

in the company forgot their coffee in a state of delightful 
excitement. At length the doors were flung open — every- 
body set down their coffee-cups and moved to the door- way : 
there burnt the magical tree as if descended from fairy- 
land. A tall tree it was, pyramidal in its form, and had 
been cut down among the Tyrolean mountains ; its lowest 
branches rested upon the polished white floor of the saloon ; 
its tapering topmost branch touched the arabesqued ceiling ; 
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its every twig and bough loaded with fruits, and cakes, and 
gilded bon-bo?i8> its hundreds of bright tapers, like flowers 
of fire, glittering and gleaming, and casting a brilliant 
illumination upon the frescoes by Kaulbach, and the lux- 
uriant festoons of flowers and leafage by Neureuther, which 
decorate the walls, upon the divan of scarlet silk which 
runs along one side of the saloon, upon the nine Egyptians, 
upon the stately fair-haired mother and her five fair daugh- 
ters, upon the little boys in their black velvet tunics, and 
upon the other groups of guests. There was a universal 
exclamation of delight. 

And the smiling blush-rose, Hildegard, presented to each 
guest a graceful little present from the tree : one received 
a gaily-gilt case of bon-bons tied with red ribbon ; another 
a queer little fishing-basket filled with chocolate fish ; and 
so on. 

People had subsided into conversation, when a gentle- 
man, short in stature, but with an extraordinary fine head 
and strongly-marked features, entered the room. Hein- 

rich von • , who was talking with Isabel and myself^ 

suddenly started up, and with much empressement conducted 
him to his mother. 

" Do you know who that is ?" asked he, returning to 
us. 

No," we replied. 

It is," pursued our friend, " the great traveller Fall- 
merayer, the man alone second to Humboldt; he is Knight 
of the Bath, and possesses almost every decoration from 
almost every court in Europe, but to-night he only wears 
one decoration — did not you notice it suspended round his 
neck by a scarlet band? That decoration was bestowed 
upon him by the Grand Sultan : three decorations of this 
order alone exist: the decoration is a golden full-moon 
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surrounded by a circle of diamond stars. The Egyptians 
have been burning with desire to see the great man for 
these months past, and to-night my father has arranged 
their meeting with him." 

The company seemed now pretty nearly to have all 

assembled. The Frau von suddenly stood before 

Isabel and myself, holding by the hand a very amiable- 
looking gentleman, — " The Father !" said she: and we were 
most kindly welcomed by the master of the house. 

" Wilhelm !" exclaimed the eldest son of the house, to a 
young musician who had just arrived among the other 
guests, " thou art an artist ; seat thyself at the piano, and 
let us have our mother's dance round the tree ! — and you, 
Hildegard, Emilia, Rose, Hugo, Angelo, come, all of you 
join hands ; let us dance our mother's dance round the 
tree — she must have her Christmas circle !" And the five 
sisters and the three brothers — from the womanly, calm 
Hildegard and the heavenly-eyed Emilia, down to the fair- 
haired children, Angelo and Hugo — formed a wide circle, 
joining hands, and slowly to the sound of music moved 
round the tree. The father and mother stood side by side 
in front of their guests, looking on. 

€t But ah ! there is one wanting in the circle, — my beauti- 
ful Ludmilla !" half whispered the mother, with a low sigh, 
and tears swam in the clear eyes of the sisters. A portrait 
of the beloved and departed one hung in the adjoining 
saloon. It was the portrait of a golden-haired young 
creature with, clear eyes, and with an unusually spiritual 
grace about her. Last Christmas she had been among 
them. The sisters talked much to us about her in the 
evening ; they said she had been from her childhood the 
most richly-endowed of them all ; and with the tenderest 
love they pointed out to us her portrait when a child, 
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painted upon the wall by Neureuther, and looking forth 
pensively from amid the rich festoons of foliage which sur- 
round her. 

With Isabel, Emilia talked much about this beautiful 
Ludmilla ; she also told her many interesting and curious 
things regarding her own sojourn in Milan, where she had 
gone to study music under a celebrated composer; she 
told her how she had, when Christmas came round, deco- 
rated a Christmas-tree for a number of Italian children, 
who had never before seen such a wonder. The tree was 
laurel, and not pine ; — but whether the tree be laurel of 
Italy or pine of Germany, when glittering with fruit of 
sugar and flowers of fire, little children, she said, will always 
clap their hands and shout with glee ! Much that was very 
strange about the outbreak of the revolution in Milan, 
which Emilia had witnessed, she also told, 

I, meantime, was talking with certain of the noble 
Egyptians. " I have heard in England much about the 
Egyptians studying in London," said I to one of the youths ; 
" are they friends of yours ?" 

" Oh, our beloved brothers ! our beloved comrades ! 
Do you know them ? How is it with them ? tell us how it 
is with our beloved comrades !" exclaimed the excited lad. 
" The lady — the English young lady, knows our beloved 
brothers in London !" cried he eagerly to the other 
Egyptians ; and soon a knot of scarlet fezes had assembled 
round me. 

" I myself do not personally know your brothers in Lon^ 
don," said I, with regret, as I saw their excited dark eyes 
beaming upon me ; " but they often visit at the house of 
a friend of mine ; my cousin, too, the young lady in the 
lilac dress, sitting there in the corner of the divan, has 
seen and spoken with your brothers at this friend's house ; 
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the tutor of your brothers is also a Mend of my Mend — 
thus I can learn for you how it is with your brothers, 
and convey any message. Shall I do so ?" 

" Yes ; our affectionate brotherly greetings. We want to 
know if it is well with them. And oh ! is it well with our 
other brothers in Manchester — with our three brothers in 
that dark, smoky Manchester, where there is no blue sky, 
and no sun as in Egypt : we are very anxious about our 
brothers in Manchester ! They write now and then, but 
not much: we cannot make out whether it is well with 
them — whether they are content with their guardians. 
It is well with our dear brothers in Paris — very well; 
they have horses to ride, and much money. But is it well 
with our brothers in Manchester, where there is no sky — 
only smoke !" 

I promised that I would learn all I could for them ; 
and this promise diffused around me universal satisfaction. 
The remainder of the evening, until supper was announced, 
glided away in pleasant talk : mine was principally with 
Hildegard. We began with Art, of course, and then 
wandered away to the Alps; and in spirit we ascended 
these Alps, so dear to both of us, gathering on our way 
the loveliest bouquets of Alpine flowers — golden, lilac, pea- 
cock azure, and crimson : we ascended from the rich 
pasture valleys up through solemn pine forests, till we 
gathered, at the risk of losing our lives, the wonderful 
Edel-weiss (noble-white), which alone blooms amidst eter- 
nal snow. God has lovingly clothed its stalks and its 
petals in a garment of white wool : it is a little flower of 
flannel ! 

The Blush-rose gave me a bouquet of this Edcl-weiss, 
which I wore all the evening. 

Isabel and I have been invited by this kind family to 
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visit them in their beautiful mountain home. What a 
paradise will our visit be ! and what rainbows of real, not 
imaginary, flowers will we gather ! 

The elegant and abundant supper was served in a dining- 
room on the ground-floor. The room was hung with oil- 
paintings of the lakes and mountains around their 
mountain-home. All was bright and sparkling with deli- 
cate china, snowy damask, and glittering silver. Different, 
however, in many ways from what a supper-table in 
England at Christmas-time, in a family of equal considera- 
tion, would have been : it was much less sumptuous and 
costly, and there was no decoration of one's well-beloved 
old holly ; but the hospitality, the grace, and the refine- 
ment, might have vied with the most hospitable, the most 
refined of English homes. How talkative and merry was 
everybody ! How gay those nine scarlet fezes made the 
supper-table look, seated alternately with the blond-haired, 
blue-eyed sisters ! The swarthy oriental countenances, con- 
trasting with these delicate complexions and golden hair of 
the north, would have rejoiced old Etty's heart, and made 
him, had he seen them, paint more crowds than ever of 
swarthy heroes and golden-haired, blue-eyed nymphs. 

The little sons of the house, Angelo and Hugo, were 
entertaining their guests at a supper-table in an adjoining 
room. The " Mother" rose once or twice from the head 
of the table during supper, and glided into the children's 
apartment, from which, as the laughter and hum of voices 
in the grown-up banqueting-room sunk ever and anon, we 
heard children's shrill gay laughter and a chorus of merry 
little voices. Once, as the " Mother" passed the Blush-rose 
on her return to the supper-table, the Blush-rose pressed the 
" Mother's" hand, laid it against her cheek, and mother 
and daughter exchanged a momentary glance into each 
other's eyes of the tenderest love. 



150 AN ART-STUDENT IN MUNICH. 

People seemed as though they never could leave the en- 
chanted circle ; — and who willingly would have left it ? 
At last, however, adieus were made ; there was a hum of 
voices — a wrapping-up in hooded cloaks and shawls — and 
away we were driving once more through the snowy 
streets. 
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CHAPTER XVI. 

STREET PICTURES. " THE FRANCISCAN IS THERE !" WE 

REACH NYMPHENBURO. 

January 10/*, 1852. — To-day, going and returning 
from the studio, I saw several beautiful pictures in the 
streets. I often see such ; and could — so brilliant are they 
in colouring — fill a sketch-book with them, calling them 
prismatic colours from the streets. 

Here is a picture a la Mulready : a group of peasants 
is setting out in a sledge homewards from a little inn. 
The inn is quaint and heavy,, standing at the corner of a 
street. The warm obscurity of a heavy archway, through 
the gloom of which loom forth tubs and barrels, forms a 
picturesque and quiet background to my brilliant group. 
The road is of a tawny brown, from up-trampled, though 
still crisp snow, with pure snow only seen here and 
there, close up about the door-posts, and flecking the walls. 
But there is no expanse of snow to form a broad light in my 
picture. The tone of the whole picture is warm and rich. 
The sledge is a queer old sledge ; its body is of basket- 
work, a deeper shade of tawny-brown than the snow on 
the road; the horse brown — approaching to a purplish-' 
black; he is very lean and shaggy, and harnessed with 
rope ; an old, stained, yellow-green cloth is flung over his 
back. A very old woman with much ado is settling her- 
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self in the sledge. She is leaning forward, so that her 
face is quite in shadow. Her head is bundled up in a 
brilliant crimson handkerchief, her body is bundled up in 
a cloak of the richest ultra-marine. On this side of the 
sledge, standing with her back turned towards me, her face 
looking up at the old woman, is a peasant girl. Her head 
is covered with a dark olive-green handkerchief, bordered 
with orange ; the ends are tied behind her head, and fall 
upon her shoulders, which are clothed in a rich, full, violet- 
coloured jacket. Her petticoat is dull crimson, striped 
with black. On the other side of the horse, and arranging 
the harness, stands a peasant-man, whip in hand ; he wears 
a dark fur cap, black velvet jacket, and high black boots. 
The brilliant colour and harmonious richness of the whole 
group was inconceivable. 

I saw another picture when I was turning into the 
studio. The morning sky was bright and clear — a shower 
of sunshine glittering upon the crisp white snow and upon 
the frosted trees. A young and beautiful peasant-girl, 
attired in a pink jacket above an indigo-coloured petticoat, 
and with a brown handkerchief bound tightly across her 
brow, in the curious fashion worn by the women in 
Munich, and which leaves the shape of the head gracefully 
seen, was seated in a pensive attitude upon a huge, heavy, 
primitive wooden sledge. A lesser sledge, but equally rude, 
was attached to it ; and both were drawn along by a couple 
of mild, cream-coloured oxen. Rough pieces of timber 
were heaped up behind the girl, upon the larger sledge. 
She sat leaning her oval face upon her beautifully rounded 
hand; she appeared to see nothing around her; her gaze 
was introverted ; the oxen were unguided by hand or voice, 
and slowly, with bowed heads, proceeded on their way. 
My eyes followed them along the snowy road, slowly wind- 
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ing between the glittering trees, until they disappeared 
behind a quaint group of houses : but as long as they were 
in sight the girl never raised her head. 

Returning home late in the afternoon I encountered a 
group worthy of some modern Van Eyck. There is a 
great school-house close to the Franciscan monastery which 
I have already referred to. As I passed the school to-day 
a crowd of little maidens came trooping forth; rosy- 
cheeked, bright-eyed little maidens, bundled up in warm 
cloaks and fiiuny little fur-trimmed hoods. A cheery- 
looking Franciscan was passing at the same moment as 
myself. I had walked side by side with him for a minute 
or two, and had remarked to myself what a pleasant coun- 
tenance his was. The children seemed to know the 
pleasant face well enough, for the instant they caught sight 
of the friar one and all ran skipping towards him, and a 
dozen little fat hands, one after another, were thrust 
into his hand, and a dozen chubby faces, as of a dozen 
cherubs in an old religious picture, were raised towards 
his kind, beaming countenance. I smiled as I passed, 
looking the good man fall in the face ; and he, smiling 
half at me and half at the little ones, exclaimed in a 
clear voice : — " Nay, nay, my children ! Surely this is 
enough !" 

It was a group such as might have been painted for 
St. Nicholas with his children. 

I have been two afternoons this week sketching a quaint 
bit of a room in one of the houses near the studio. When 
I went to-day to complete my sketch, I saw a curious little 
feature of catholic life. The first day when I had entered, 
the old mistress of the little abode exclaimed ; — " Ah, I 
thought the gracious Fraulein was the Franciscan !" 

This was because I had knocked at the door before 



154 AX ART-STUDENT IN MUNICH. 

entering, I found. Her neighbours never knocked ; but 
the Franciscan did, it seems. Whilst I sat sketching, I 
heard the word " Franciscan," " Franciscan," again and 
again on the lips of the old woman and her gossips, who 
were everlastingly dropping in, either to talk with her, or 
to stare at me ! "Franciscan" was about the sole word 
I understood of their jargon ; for speaking among them- 
selves, their German became something very different to 
that in which they addressed " the gracious young lady." 
Yes, there were several other words which fell upon my 
ear* — €t cold," " wood," and " clearing-up." " Abraumen" 
seemed the great word of all. " Jo, Jo, abraumen; Den 
Hof krhren" those were the great subjects of conversa- 
tion with a silly -looking, pale-faced little woman, who had 
big round eyes, big round gold rings in her ears, and a 
white cloth tied over her head. It was also the staple of 
discourse with the burly, fat, gruff-voiced woman who 
possessed a dirty face, and had a crimson 'kerchief tied 
over her head; as well as with the pink-cheeked, soft 
blue-eyed old woman, who looked like a gentlewoman, she 
was so clean and sprightly. But " Franciscan" was the 
word most of all current in their discourse. 

This morning entering the court-yard of the house, I 
encountered the pink-cheeked old lady ; and smiling; but 
somewhat in a mysterious voice, she said to me : — " Oh, 
Fraulein, please to wait a moment; the gracious Franciscan 
is there !" 

I smelt even upon the threshold of the house a delicious 
odour of incense. I longed to go in and see what the 
mysterious Franciscan, with his delicious incense, could be 
about. However, that never would have done — it would 
have been far too impertinent I waited, therefore, outside 
the house until he should take his departure. Every now 
and then I caught a glimpse of a priest's head and white 
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robe between the large, green arum-leaves which half filled 
the window of the little sitting-room. Soon I saw a 
Franciscan, with a white robe over his brown frock, coming 
down the steps of the house. A boy was with him, carry- 
ing a censer. The lad had put a great-coat over his white 
robes, as the day was very cold. The Franciscan read out 
of a book. They both paused beneath the old wooden 
gateway; the boy swinging his censer; the Franciscan 
turning over the leaves of the book, and muttering ; and 
then away they went. 

The little room, when I entered, was sweet with incense. 
The old man was putting on his great cloak, and taking 
up his wood-saw, preparatory to going out to his work ; 
the old dame — and a wooden-faced, heavy-featured old dame 
she was — was scraping large radishes, which lay on the 
table. There was no look of ceremony about the place. 
I began my sketching. 

"May I ask why the Franciscan has been here?" I 
asked, after a little pause, during which the old woman had 
scraped and I had drawn. 

" It is the custom for the Franciscans to go about during 
the Festival of the Three Kings, to burn incense and pray 
in the houses. They pray in every house ; and write upon 
the door the date of the year and the Three Kings' names 
— Gaspar, Melchior, and Balthaser." 

I find, upon enquiry, that the custom is confined to the 
suburbs of Munich, not prevailing in the city. 

There were signs yesterday of the departure of the snow, 
after these many weeks of frost. 

Isabel pleaded so hard for us to have one more afternoon's 
sledging together, that I could neither resist her entreaties 
nor the invitations given by the blue sky ! Therefore we 
set out to choose the sledge ourselves this time, determined 
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that no one should be tempted to force their company upon 
us by the sight of our sledge. 

We arrived at the stand of sledges upon the Odeon 
Platz in time to witness two sets of people just mounting 
into the only two sledges remaining upon the stand. 

" How provoking !" cried Isabel, with considerable 
vexation : " how very disagreeable \" 

" Never mind, Isabel," returned I, with a natural per- 
versity, feeling sweet-tempered and patient just because my 
companion was a little ruffled in her temper — " we can 
take a droschke !" 

" A droschke indeed ! A droschke ! who cares for a 
droschke ! No, it's a sledge we want. We must — we 
will go in a sledge \" 

" But where is the sledge ?" 

" Here it is ! here it is I" cried Isabel ; and up dashed 
our grand white and scarlet sledge, with the blue and white 
plumes and the burly driver. 

In a moment I have darted across the Platz, in fear lest 
any one else should snap up the wondrously beautiful 
equipage. But behold, the burly driver is seen rolling 
over in the snow ! Away dash the horses, and bolt up 
into Tambosi's coffee-house — or at least seem to do so ! 
Up jumps the burly driver again, his broad back white 
with snow ; and away after the sledge rush droschke-drivers 
and gentlemen. There is a shouting — a bustle ; gentlemen 
rush to the windows of Tambosi's ; the horses are caught ; 
a crowd collects. 

Isabel watches all from the other side of the square ; 
and she sees me walk into the crowd, look at the sledge, 
say a few words to the burly man, who has by this time 
shaken the snow off him, and mended his grand white 
reins, which have been broken in the adventure, and 
tjien mount into the sledge. 
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Isabel is immediately at the side of the sledge, and 
prepares to get in. " Help the lady in, help the lady in I" 
cries a gentleman among the crowd ; but no one seconding 
him, he helps the lady in himself. People stare open- 
mouthed. " Sophien Strasse \" cry we ; and away we 
dash full speed. Our breath is gone, so swiftly fly the 
horses. 

Only think if we should be upset \" we both exclaim. 
Of course we shall be upset ; Hildegard and Hamilton 
were upset, and we are only imitating their drive to 
Nymphenburg !" 

I will not pretend to say that we were not both of us a 
little frightened, although we laughed. 

" How beautiful that sledge is !" I exclaim, as a lovely 
sledge dashes past us filled with officers, the handsome 
horses' heads crowned with plumes of scarlet feathers. 

"That is young Baron S.'s private sledge," observes 
Isabel, astonishing me with her knowledge of Munich 
people. 

And now we paused in the Sophien Strasse, where the 
Amsels live. 

Meta and Lina, however, could not accompany us. 
" They were in great trouble," said their maid. " The young 
Baroness Heideck was suddenly dead ; so very suddenly ! 
She was to have gone with her young ladies that very night 
to the ball ; and now Fraulein Lina and Fraulein Meta 
were gone to order flower-wreaths for the Fraulein 
Baroness's coffin !" 

As we came out on the plain, and whilst I was pon- 
dering upon this sad death, I heard Isabel talking about 

blue — oh r so blue in the distance I" 

Blue? blue ? What do you mean, Isabel?" 
Oh, it is so blue there — the clouds are so blue !" 
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And looking in the direction in which Isabel pointed, 
I exclaimed : — 

" The Alps, the Alps, the delicious Alps, Isabel ! Why 
this is the first time yon have seen them, I declare/' 

Isabel's face flushed crimson — tears rushed to her eyes, 
— tl Oh, Anna ! myjirst view of the Alps /" 

And there they rose, blue, blue, blue — dazzlingly blue ; 
the jagged peaks cutting against a pale streak of orange 
sky ; their fissures seamed with snow, their rugged sides 
fretted with patches of snow and ice ; and a vast snowy 
plain reaching from them to us. You have seen masses of 
cobalt in its mineral state : imagine, then, a jagged mass 
of this mineral streaked with silvery ore, and then you 
can imagine how blue the Alps looked. And as far as the 
eye could reach, these wondrous blue mountains skirted 
* the vast, dreary plain. 

Never had I seen them look more poetical, more sublime, 
than yesterday, when after two months' veil of haze they 
burst upon Isabel's astonished sight. With our eyes 
riveted upon the glorious mountain vision, we sped along 
for some time in silence. At length we began to notice a 
peculiar jolting motion in the sledge. 

" Have you any particular business, ladies, in Nymphen- 
burg ?" demanded our driver, slowly turning round, and 
staring at us fixedly with his little brown eyes out of his 
big, round, red face. 

No particular business," returned I. 
Because," remarked he, still very slowly, and fixedly 
staring — " because the roads are bad, and — " 

" You don't want to go to Nymphenburg," I returned ; 
or rather completed his sentence. 

Isabel and I laughed. 

" So again, a third time, we shall be frustrated in our 



(C 

it 



WE REACH NYMPHENBURG. 159 

attempt to reach Nymphenburg; but this time we will 
go. Drive on." 

" Good/' mumbled the man. Away we jolted. 

We jolted through villages, where there were gaunt 
farm-houses covered with very queer frescoes, and where 
quaint pumps and dovecotes adorned ghastly farm-yards ; 
and where churches with very quaint towers, crowned with 
little red domes, rose amid gaunt crosses ; and at length 
we entered a noble avenue of limes. 

The leafless branches interlaced lovingly, forming over- 
head an exquisite, rich tracery ; aud the stems and twigs 
looked richly brown and ruddy amidst the snowy landscape. 
There is a similar avenue also, skirting a frozen canal ; 
which canal, in fact, divides the two avenues. At the end 
of each avenue is seen a view of the Nymphenburg Castle 
in dim perspective. Huge blocks of ice, of the most 
delicate tender blue and green, lay in chaotic confusion 
upon the canal banks ; the ice made a lovely foreground. 
And across the expanse of snow the blue Alps shone ever 
towards us — the streak of orange still resting behind them, 
and a dark stretch of gloomy pine-forest extending across 
the middle distance. A peasant-woman in a fur cap and 
gink boddice and scarlet petticoat came towards us across 
the snow. What a beautiful, peculiar little picture it 
formed ! 

Along the avenue we jolt, till we find ourselves entering 
a semicircle of the most singular aspect. It is a semicircle 
of huge Dutch toy-houses — white houses with rows and 
rows of ugly straight windows, with tall red roofs, and 
dormer windows and clock-towers. The centre house 
is . higher than the rest ; a double flight of steps leads 
up to it; the windows are more ornamental. Soldiers 
parade before the entrance. This is the palace itself; and 
what can all the other houses be ? What a semicircular, 
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unaccountable village of palaces, or of palace out-buildings 
it is. Out-buildings they certainly must be, for manure- 
heaps grace certain doors. I must not forget to tell you 
that in the front of this semicircle were frozen ponds, end- 
ing of course in the canal, 

Our driver asked us whether we wished to see the in- 
terior of the castle ; but we assured him that on such a cold 
day we preferred the warm furs of his sledge to the cold 
splendour of the palace ; which, however, might attract us, 
perhaps, when summer should come. Until then we would 
now bid adieu, therefore, to Nymphenburg, with its won- 
derful gardens — of which we caught a shivering glance — 
where rows of naked statues, and vases and urns filled with 
snow, made us feel yet colder than before. And then, listen- 
ing to our driver's narrations of fountains, and grottoes, 
and baths, and of how he had one summer, every evening, at 
eight o'clock, driven out an Englishman to Nymphenburg 
to see the sunset-light reflect itself in the magnificent 
fountain, we, or rather the horses, made the best of their 
way back towards Munich. 

We were very cold, and somewhat disappointed in the 
external charms of Nymphenburg. But we had been 
there; and that was something. Some day, when the 
leaves are come, and birds are singing in the linden avenue, 
I may have pleasanter things to chronicle about this royal 
chateau. 
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CHAPTER XVII. 



A GREAT FIRE AT NIGHT. 



Last evening, sitting quietly writing letters, we heard a 
most singular drumming in the street — not the usual nine 
o'clock change of guard, but the quick discordant beating 
of a drum. Up to the windows we started, and opening 
them, looked out into the glorious moonlight, which 
sparkled and gleamed upon the snowy street. Other case- 
ments flew open; people were seen rushing out of the 
houses. There was a sound of tolling of bells, — the sound 
of trumpet calls. A ruddy glow suffused the dark blue 
heaven. " It is fire ! fire !" resounded through the street. 

I called to Fraulein Sanchen. I hurried on my cloak, 
and leaving Isabel leaning out of the window, prepared to 
set out, accompanied by the ever-willing old soul, to see 
the conflagration. It was impossible at so late an hour to 
find a droschke, however desirous of expedition we might 
be. Away, therefore, we hasted along the slippery streets, 
I leaving the poor old Fraulein panting behind me. On 
we posted, the silent streets bathed in the clear moonlight, 
which glittered upon rows of resplendent icicles depending 
from the eaves of the tall roofs ; lights flitted from window 
to window ; doors banged heavily to and fro ; dark-cloaked 
figures were seen like ourselves hurrying along. Now we 
overtook a group of students leaving a Wirthshaus in quest 
of the fire ; now a heavy cart rumbled and jolted and rattled 
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away past us, turning out of some gloomy, heavy-arched 
court-yard, on its way to the scene of action ; now marched 
on a body of soldiers ; whilst a gendarme galloped at full 
speed through the echoing street. 

As we entered the great thoroughfares of the city the 
crowd increased. All the world was in the streets, or look* 
ing out of their windows. Soldiers, summoned by the 
trumpet-calls, went tramping on in dark compact masses ; 
officers were wildly hurrying to and fro ; and high up into 
the intensely blue sky rose the ruddy illumined towers of the 
Frauen Kirche, from the belfry windows of which swung 
cressets like brightly burning stars. From the St. Peter's 
Church, and from the other old churches of the city, swung 
other cressets, the dread signal of fire ; and from their bel- 
fries bells were wildly tolled and horns blown. ~ 

Fire-light glowed upon spires and turrets, and upon the 
steep snowy roofs of the quaint houses, tinting them with a 
rosy blush, as if they were Alpine peaks at sunrise ; and 
down upon all smiled the broad calm moon, casting long 
fantastic shadows across the snowy streets. 

The fire was at a brewery, in one of the oldest parts of 
Munich, in a little lane leading out of the Sendlinger 
Strasse. I saw no fire-engines hurrying madly along, as 
would have been the case in London. I saw, however, 
heavy clumsy drays conveying water in large tuns, jolting 
and jingling along, the lean horses urged on by shouting 
men, who clustered round the tuns. The engines were 
already on the spot, and these tuns were on their way to 
supply them with water. 

Now we are close to the scene of excitement. Soldiers 
with glittering swords and bayonets are posted everywhere. 
The fire is in the rear of the brewery; the malt-house is 
burning ; the flames have just burst through the roof. We 
have found a capital standing-place within the wide court-yard 
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of a conventual-looking building, and one which commands 
a view of the burning premises. Here we stand in safety 
from the crowd in an open space, with a snow-covered 
garden stretching out before us, a snow and ice covered 
fountain in its centre, around which grow fruit trees, their 
leafless branches now rising black and gaunt against the 
burning crimson of the sky. Right opposite to us is the 
house in flames ; — keen tongues of fire flickering and pant- 
ing through the windows, through the chimneys, through 
the roof ; — clouds of sparks hurrying across the night sky 
like a dust of stars ; — volumes of red smoke ever and anon 
obscuring everything. Amid the shouts of men, the 
neighing of horses, and the rush of the flames, you hear the 
shower of pattering tiles, as they rain down from the roof; 
the flames hiss and dance and curl like mad fiery snakes ; 
the air grows warm, and the snow melts from the burning 
roofs, running off in streams. Why are no engines at play 
on this side of the burning pile ? Why do the flames here 
conquer all before them unopposed ? 

There is a shout of " The engines ! the engines !" and 
soldiers drive away the crowd out of the court-yard — us 
among the number. In thunder the fire-engines, followed 
by heavy drays with their tuns of water. People willing 
to aid in pumping are allowed to re-enter the court. 

I had met Lina and Meta Amsel, with their man-servant, 
in the crowd, and joining their party, sent home poor old 
Fraulein Sanchen to inform Isabel that I should probably not 
return till the morning, as we were intending to see every- 
thing that was to be seen, and it appeared probable that the 
fire would yet last for hours. The poor old Fraulein was 
most thankful to be dismissed, as the grief over her cloak, 
which the crowd had despoiled of its cape, had for the last 
hour quite overpowered all her interest in the fire. 

The Amsels and I had fled into the corner of a narrow 
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flight of steps which overlooked the court-yard ; and here 
we stood watching the fate of the burning house for nearly 
an hour. Every now and then came a rush of people with 
more water; now we were startled by the sudden raining 
down, from above our heads, of a host of fire-buckets, 
which had doubtless hung for years idly upon the ceiling of 
the court-yard gateway. 

I greatly desired to see people handing along the bucket- 
fuls of water in a mighty line, as I had read of. I had 
both heard and read how the police might press any one 
into this service, men, women, children — the very noblest 
in the land, if necessary. Willingly would I myself have 
worked in the chain, so strong grew my anxiety about the 
fire. Soldiers ever and anon shouted " Out ! out with 
you ! Those who won't work must out !" But still we 
were not pressed into the service ; neither did we see any- 
where the chain of water-carriers. 

And the flames and heat increased and increased. The 
long rows of windows in the conventual building glimmered 
as if of molten copper. There was a cry that it also was on 
fire. An excited officer, spurring his horse madly through 
the gateway, shouted " It is a government building ! — it 
must — it must be saved !" To which the crowd answered 
with a laugh. A gentleman talking with the Amsels, 
hearing this cry of fresh alarm, suddenly exclaimed — 
" Heavens ! Desshardt lives here : I must be off and help 
him to remove his things ;" and away he rushed. And 
more soldiers and more water — more water and more sol- 
diers — arrived. We were driven forth from our shelter 
upon the steps within the gateway, and the heavy gates of 
the court were closed upon us. 

We were now out in a street, but not in the street where 
stood the burning brewery. Nevertheless, what a confu- 
sion was there ! People were flying with their children 
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and goods hastily collected together, in awful alarm, and 
snatched from the fury of the devouring tyrant. A stream 
of bewildered folk hurried along through the middle of the 
street ; they heeded nothing as they blindly pressed forward 
between the rows of stationary spectators. Here came a 
man in his dressing-gown, his cap drawn over his face, a 
hunting-pouch crammed with the most heterogeneous 
articles slung round his shoulders, and in either hand a 
terrified little girl. Here a husband bore along in his arms 
his sick wife, her fainting form wrapt round with a large 
cloak. Now a young girl ran along, wringing her hands 
and crying aloud. Beds and bedding, tables, chairs, ward- 
robes, pictures, baskets of books, clothes, papers, um- 
brellas, are borne past. Here comes a cart of cheese ; here 
come again beds and bedding, ad infinitum. Here comes 
a little lad carrying with care a canary, which flutters 
wildly in its pretty cage; here come two students with 
their music books, a violin, a mass of manuscript, learned- 
looking books and swords, laid upon a little sledge. Here 
comes an easel, here a huge canvas, here a baby in its 
cradle, here an old blind woman led by a little child; here 
again comes bedding, bedding, bedding ! Now huge, splen- 
did mirrors, now kitchen utensils, and now a wagon loaded 
with sofas, chairs, boxes, heaped up madly ! All is confu- 
sion, bewilderment. There are heaps of furniture piled up 
in the streets; there are carts and there are drays with 
huge tuns rolling, thundering along; there are shouts, 
murmurs. " The whole quarter will be burnt down !" cries 
a man in a hollow voice. The heavens flush and glow ; 
sparks fly around in thick showers. We try to approach yet 
nearer to the burning houses, but again are driven back by 
the soldiers. Again we enter the court-yard which I have 
already mentioned. The Staats Gebaude (Government 
building) is untouched, but the roof of the brewery has 
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fallen in with a tremendous crash ; the gables stand up like 
golden gables; the white roofs of some lower buildings 
gleam ghastly white, with an orange glare behind them. 
Men are seen standing on walls and parapets, pouring 
torrents of water from the snake-like pipes of the fire- 
engines ; but those slender streams of water seem impotent 
compared with the raging fire : those pipes look no more 
than so many leeches crawling over the roofs. Nevertheless 
the flames are abating. The great danger, thank God ! 
is past. Gradually the fire ceases to rage, to destroy. 

Under the escort of two officers, acquaintance of the 
Amsels, we were passed along through sentinels and the 
crowd till we approached within a few yards of the burning 
brewery ; but even here, on account of the narrowness of the 
lane in which the brewery stood, the view was not complete. 
A mass of engines filled the little street. We were now in 
the midst of the long pipes which extended in all directions, 
like enormous serpents, across the street, and ran up steep 
walls and over precipitous roofs, where men, telling as black 
shadows against the fiery glow, plied their whole strength 
in deluging the flames. There were no women here except 
ourselves. There were soldiers and busy workers, whilst 
the corporation, with silk scarfs tied across their breasts, 
superintended the operations. All worked earnestly, 
eagerly; the flames sank and sank; the neighbouring 
church-spire, which had risen above the conflagration illu- 
mined with orange and scarlet light, seeming at times, 
surrounded with flames, and with its burning cresset, like a 
martyr crowned with a celestial star, and rising towards 
heaven from a bed of fire, now paled into an ordinary 
church-steeple, shone upon by an ordinary moon. Moon- 
light again triumphed ; all grew gradually calmer. 

Crowds, however, yet lingered around the glow ing ruins ; 
flames yet fitfully leaped and flickered ; smoke yet arose in 
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heavy volumes. Soldiers yet stood guard in the plashy 
discoloured snow, amid a wild disorder of carts, engines, 
heaps of furniture, charred beams, and trailing pipes, which 
intersected the streets and walls. But all danger was past. 

At three o'clock in the morning we wended our way, 
with exhausted frames, to Mrs. AmsePs, wondering where 
all the unlucky fugitives of the night had found shelter. 

The next day nothing was talked of but the fire. Seven- 
and-twenty years ago, it is said, this brewery was burnt 
down, the brewer having in both cases made himself unpo- 
pular, by raising the price of beer. People blessed their stars 
that half Munich was not consumed, — that the fire did not 
break out in the dead of night, — that the weather was calm, 
— and that there was a thick covering of snow. It is said, 
also, that Prince Luitpold aided in extinguishing the fire. 
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CHAPTER XVIII. 

A VISIT TO THE DEAD AND TO THE NEWLY-BORN. 

January 12. — This afternoon there was a regular thaw ; 
nevertheless I set out from the studio to the Cemetery, 
which is precisely at the other end of Munich. It was all 
sunshine over head and all sludge underfoot. It was a 
deplorable day for so long a walk ; but my reason for 
choosing to visit the Cemetery to-day was because 
the corpse of the young lady, the friend of the Amsels, 
who died so suddenly, was lying at the Dead-House : and 
as I had heard a sad history regarding her death, and had 
long determined to pay a visit to the Dead-House, I went 
this afternoon spite of the mud. 

Walking up the long pathway of the burial-ground, between 
the hundreds of crosses and monuments crowding thickly 
upon each other, with the bells tolling solemnly meanwhile 
from the Cemetery-chapel, I felt how, now entering the city 
of the dead, the joyous activity of the old part of Munich 
through which I had just passed stood forth in strange and 
striking contrast. Yet people thronged the broad path- 
way; crowds were hastening along, — men, women, and 
children, rich and poor. Whither were they bending their 
steps this miserable, dirty day ? Now a funeral train en- 
countered the throng, and the people stepped aside upon 
the spongy graves as it passed, bowing before the up raised 
crucifix. 



A YISIT TO THE DEAD HOUSE. 169 

When I neared the cloistered wall which separated the 
old from the new burial-ground, I perceived a still denser 
crowd. What could be the attraction ? At once it flashed 
upon me that the attraction was the Dead-House, — the 
living were come to visit the dead ! 

And such was the case. Large windows, or rather 
doors, open out of the Dead-House into the cloisters. 
Here people congregate and gaze in at the corpses. I 
know not whether upon every day of the year the popu- 
lace of the good city of Munich flocks to this awful spec- 
tacle. At all events, to-day there was a great crowd ; and 
I do not believe that any corpse of extraordinary interest 
was exposed. I observed a considerable number of students 
among the crowd : as I pushed my way beneath the 
cloisters I found what had attracted them. 

Jostled up against by men, women, and children, lay 
two corpses in their open coffins supported upon biers. 
I suppose they had been brought out for burial. How- 
ever, there they were. One was the corpse of a student. 
He lay in his coffin dressed in his best clothes ; his black 
dress-coat, black browsers, patent-leather boots; a white 
cravat tied round his throat, white kid gloves upon his 
hands ; he seemed dressed for a ball : but oh ! his face — 
that statue-like expression upon the marble brow, the 
sunken white cheeks, the heavy eyelids darkened by the 
touch of death, the thick golden moustache curling over 
the livid lips ! His tricolour corps-band crossed his breast. 
His hands were folded together, holding upon his heart a 
large bouquet of fragrant flowers, together with a small 
cross of black wood. Whilst I looked at him, a peasant- 
woman dipped a brush into a vase of holy-water standing 
near the coffin, and sprinkled the poor dead face with it. 

The other corpse was of an old lady. No one seemed 
to pay much attention to her. She had no flowers, not 
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even a wreath of artificial ones. She lay stiff and stark 
in a black silk dress ; a prim lace cap was fastened around 
her rigid, old face ; her feet poked out of the coffin in a 
pair of stuff shoes tied on with broad sandals. There was 
something unusually affecting to me in these poor, aged 
feet attired in the old-fashioned shoes; they evidently 
were the shoes she had saved up as her holiday shoes, her 
shoes for feasts and festivals, — and now they were going 
down with her into the grave to the feast of worms. No 
one but myself cast more than a glance at the poor old 
lady, — all eyes turned towards the handsome student ; she 
was but a withered last year's kex ; he was a vigorous 
young tree fallen in a sudden storm. 

The crowd jostled and pushed and talked and made 
itself very comfortable, greatly enjoying the spectacle. 

"Eh ! eh ! that's a fine corpse !" remarked a jolly red- 
faced woman, wearing a golden swallow-tailed cap upon 
the very back of her curly black head. " But he does not 
look so handsome — does he, Lina ? as when — " 

The " when" was lost in a whisper into Lina's ear, and 
the jolly woman and smart girl passed on. 

" Ach ! and this is what we shall all come to sooner or 
later," moralized a ragged, shrivelled old man, with a blue 
nose and very wheezy voice. 

" Only nineteen years of age ! poor thing ! poor thing ! 
and she a Braut (betrothed girl), too !" sighed a gentle, 
motherly-looking woman, who might have been a baker's 
or miller's wife, gazing in through the window. 

" Poor Marie !" spoke another voice : "to think of her 
lying there in the very ball-clothes in which she was to 
have danced with her bridegroom at last Thursday's ball !" 
And the speakers thrust their faces up to the window 
where many other faces were thrust. 

On either side of the window hung a kind of "table of 
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contents" of the corpses lying behind the glass. The "table 
of contents" was framed, and decorated with emblems of 
mortality. The eager spectators consulted its columns 
with deep enjoyment, muttering to each other names, ages, 
and causes of death. 

When a space at the window offered itself, I also looked 
through it. I breathed, or fancied I breathed, as I neared 
the window, the clammy, soul and body sickening odour 
of death, — that fearful odour which once breathed can never 
more be forgotten. Looking within, I saw a solemn room 
where various corpses were arranged upon biers, and where 
many empty biers were awaiting corpses. 

In the centre of the room lay the statue-like figure of a 
young girl — the " Marie" of the speakers, and the Amsels* 
friend, I imagine. Her face had the pale yellow tint of 
ivory upon it ; her brow was wreathed with myrtle — she 
was now the bride of death. She lay as if in a trance ; her 
hands were crossed upon her breast ; a delicate gauze veil 
flowed over her down to her feet. A grove of greenhouse 
flowers bloomed around her pillow, which was trimmed with 
exquisite lace; flowers bloomed in her hands; flowers bloomed 
at her feet, and tall waxen tapers rising out of bronze cande- 
labra burnt and twinkled amid the leaves and blossoms. 

There was a second dead woman's face, which was affect- 
ing and beautiful. The head lay slightly turned aside ; the 
lips were crimson; the cheeks, scarcely sunken, were 
flushed in patches with a bright crimson tint, which looked 
rather of life than death. Her hair was jet black, and 
parted with the nicest care over a broad, low white brow. 
She also was covered with flowers : tender sprigs of passion- 
flower and fern drooped over her. Close beside her in its 
little coffin lay an infant. And beyond these there were 
other rigid faces, old and young and middle-aged, glaring 
with a ghastly white from distant biers, all with stern 



172 AN ART-STUDENT IN MUNICH. 

profiles set towards the ceiling; all with the wondrous 
print of death impressed upon them. 

And without, the crowd murmured and crushed upon 
each other, and went and came in active enjoyment. 
Some very few might have real sorrow within their 
breasts ; some very few might be touched by this vision of 
solemnity ; but to the mass it was simply vulgar excite- 
ment and pastime. I felt a real sense of relief in the 
thought that, dying in England, no such curious gossiping 
crowd would gaze upon my corpse, or upon the faces of 
the dead dear to me. My very soul revolted and sickened 
at such desecration of the solemnity and the silence 
of death. If we have dead-houses in our new English 
cemeteries, surely admission to them will be alone granted 
to the friends of the deceased ! The remembrance of this 
crowd of the living troubles my imagination far more than 
the remembrance of the calm, holy corpses. I cannot 
endure the thought that when the hour of death arrives 

for or , crowds of gossiping idlers will gather 

before the dead-house to gaze with unsympathising eyes 
upon the deserted temples of these great spirits ! Such 
crowds assembled around the body of Schwanthaler, when 
it also was laid here. 

I passed out of the burial-ground, by the lofty portal 
which is crowned with its solemn statues, and walked along 
the banks of the Isar, looking up into the clear sky and 
listening to the rush of waters just released from the chains 
of ice which have bound the river for weeks. The waters 
rejoiced with glad voices, as if hymning their triumph in 
renewed life, and the sky had the word Immortality 
written upon it; but it was long before I could dismiss 
the painful impression which my visit to the dead-house 
had left upon me. 
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January 15M. — About a week ago a baby was born in 
this house ; and to-day was the christening. Isabel was 
curious to see the ceremony, and mentioning her curiosity 
to Madame Thekla, Madame Thekla mentioned it to 
the nurse, the nurse mentioned it to the lady, and the lady, 
through Madame Thekla, sent us an invitation. This 
lady is the Frau Majorin von Schwerdt. She, her husband, 
and children, we know very well by sight, but our ac- 
quaintance went, until to-day, no farther than bowing 
politely to each other when we met on the stairs. Thus 
you see that our invitation to be present upon the occasion 
of the christening was somewhat peculiar. 

This afternoon at three o'clock, festally attired, and 
attended by Madame Thekla, we descended to the itage be- 
low us, which is inhabited by the Frau Majorin. The man- 
servant, all in his best, opened the door to us — the women- 
servants standing about in the passage, were all in their 
best, and the drawing-room was filled with an assembly of 
relatives, also all in their best. Major v. Schwerdt in his blue 
uniform, with crosses and orders glittering upon his breast, 
received us as we entered the saloon. All the gentlemen 
were in uniform, and one old officer, with snow-white hair 
and moustache, was resplendent with decorations. The ladies 
in their elegant light silk dresses, and rich lace falls and 
caps, stood in a semi-circle ; and within the semi-circle was 
a table covered with white linen, and upon which a crucifix 
and burning tapers were placed. Before this altar stood 
two old priests in white robes. 

Now a lady presents to the elder priest the little infant 
lying within its pretty curious little chrysalis of pink 
satin and lace. And the priest blesses the infant, 
laying it in its chrysalis upon the altar before him, and 
reads the Latin service out of his missal; and the 
godmother repeats the responses for the little babe, the 
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little Emma Maria Theresa — and the priest breathes 
upon the infant's brow in token of spiritual life being 
breathed upon her, and lays his hands also upon her, 
claiming her as God's own; and marks her with the 
cross in sign of her having taken upon herself the cross of 
Christ to bear until the end of all things. And the priest 
lays salt within her little lips that she may love the taste 
of wisdom, and that God may preserve her from corrup- 
tion and the foulness of sin. And the priest denounces the 
devil ; and the priest anoints the little breast and shoulders 
with oil : on the breast, in order that she shall be strength- 
ened to combat against the devil, the world, and the flesh ; 
upon the shoulders, that they may bear with ease the yoke 
of Christ ; and the priest changes his blue stole for one of 
white and gold, laying it over the little infant in sign of 
her state of sinfulness being exchanged for a state of purity. 
And the priest pours water three times over the uncovered 
head of the meekly submitting babe, to typify the three 
days during which Christ rested in the grave, arising from 
death upon the third, as this infant shall arise from a 
spiritual death into a spiritual life. And the priest anoints 
her with the holy chrysm, anoints her as a Christian, as a 
partaker of Christ's royalty, as a sacred being ; and a 
lighted taper is held close to her little hand to show that 
she has come forth from the darkness into the light, and 
how with love in her heart burning like this taper, she 
shall go forth to meet her heavenly bridegroom, and that 
" her light shall shine before men ;" and thus in the name 
of the Father, the Son, and the Holy Ghost, is she 
baptised and received into God's fold. 

The old priest delivered, after these ceremonies, a short 
address to the little assembly upon the significance of the 
rite ; then bowed to the father Major v. Schwerdt : a hum 
of conversation was heard, and the little brothers of the 
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newly christened Emma Maria Theresa ran about the 
room in unrestrained glee. 

We returned our thanks to the Frau Majorin's mother 
for the pleasure we had received through witnessing the 
ceremony, and begged she would present our compliments 
to her daughter. The Frau Majorin, she informed us, was 
in the adjoining room, and would we not enter and speak 
to her ourselves ? 

Of course we did so, and found that the sick lady had 
watched the ceremony through the open door-way. As 
we stood beside the invalid's bed, the priests entered, 
together with the Major, and the nurse carrying the infant 
in its pink chrysalis, and the pink chrysalis was laid upon 
the mother's lap. The old priest made the sign of the 
cross, and so did the Frau Major in. 

The inferior priest held a burning taper which shed a 
pale golden glory over the white peaceful countenance of 
the mother, over her quiet white brow, which looked 
doubly white from contrast with the black hair which lay 
in heavy waves beneath the lace border of her cap ; the 
golden glory fell upon the snowy lace-trimmed pillows 
which propped her head and shoulders, upon the snowy 
sheets and snowy bed-quilt ; all was pure, spotless, and 
calm. The superior priest prayed in a quiet voice for the 
mother and child, and then blessed them. Tears filled the 
mother's eyes, swelling gradually and rolling over her 
cheeks whilst he prayed ; and she folded her delicate white 
hands in prayer, the thick golden rings of her betrothal 
and marriage gleaming in the rays of the taper. The 
Major, in his decorated uniform, leant over his wife's 
pillow, and the little infant had fallen asleep within its 
rose-coloured chrysalis. 

We returned to our little abode in the upper Stage, feel- 
ing a new interest in our neighbours. 
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CHAPTER XIX. 

THE CASTING OF THE SIEGE3-THOR, BAVARIA. 

January 22. — At eleven o'clock this day, the casting of 
the principal portions of the Sieges- Thor, Bavaria, took 
place. 

We set off in good time, and as we proceeded along the 
Nymphenburg road, towards the foundry, several other 
droschkes were speeding on likewise, and troops of gentle- 
men were walking beneath the trees which line the road. 
All were bound like ourselves for the foundry; all turned 
down the Erz-giesserei, from one of the lofty chimneys of 
which, thick black volumes of smoke were vomited. 

Carriages drew up before the gate; people alighted; 
people entered the court-yard, many of them stopping, as 
we also did, before passing through the open door of the 
building, to notice a fire-engine standing in front of the huge 
grim bronze lion, and its long snake-like pipe stretching 
up to the huge roof of the casting-house, where it lay in 
watchfulness near to the lofty vomiting chimney. 

All within was stir and expectation. I have already 
described the interior of this casting-house ; the pit sunk 
in the ground; the rudely raftered roof; the windows 
placed high in the walls ; the huge furnace, open at top, 
and rising like a low windowed tower at one end of the 
vast desolate hall, which is supported by many square brick- 
work piers. 

A rude stage was erected opposite the furnace, in which 
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were congregated a number of people, principally ladies. 
But before we take our stand there, we will inspect the 
furnace somewhat more closely. Wild orange-coloured 
flames roared through its narrow niche-like windows, leap- 
ing and rejoicing in savage glee ; from its top hurried thick 
volumes of lurid smoke, and columns of dazzling dancing 
sparks sprang up into the mysterious gloom which hung 
above the furnace. Sunk into the pit in front of the fur- 
nace lay the earthen mould, built into it in fact, with a 
narrow channel left round it, into which the molten metal 
was to flow. Three long chains of ponderous links de- 
scended from the dusk void, the orange and scarlet glare 
flashing and resting upon them ; two-thirds up the three 
chains seemed lost in a murky vagueness, dark as Erebus ; 
low down, on either side the furnace, was a small door, 
which the workmen opened ever and anon to feed the 
raging flames within with fresh metal, or else to stir them 
up with long poles. I thought, as these doors opened, of 
the children cast into the fiery furnace, and how their 
figures might have gleamed^forth through such openings, 
flitting past in awful safety amidst the whirl of flame, accom- 
panied by the fourth august white-robed form. I thought 
of the horrible death of Robert in Retzsch's designs for 
" Fridoliny" and again recalled the foundry scenes in the 
same artist's illustrations of the " Song of the Bell." 
There was the very group he has given us at the furnace- 
mouth, its impressiveness heightened tenfold by colour and 
by Rembrandtesque light and shadow. 

Up rises the furnace door ; forth rush curling waves of 
fire, with §/ery surf scattered around; blinding, glaring, 
orange light broadly falling upon the dusky workmen, who, 
shading their averted faces with their gloved hands and 
slouching hat-brims, excite and teaze the devouring element 
with their long poles. And Ferdinand Miller is ever near 

vol. n. N 
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to the gaping jaws of the furnace, directing and superin- 
tending; his face glowing in the intense heat, his brow 
beaded with sweat. The rough walls of the furnace rise 
duskly in the lurid haze ; crimson and orange light glares 
from the windows in wondrous gradation up the walls, 
until lost in cold darkness, where, through dimly discerned 
rafters and scaffolding, gleam two long narrow streaks of 
day-light. The fire-glow glares and burns like ruddy gold 
upon the quaint forms and eager faces of the groups of 
workmen, who toil with their long poles before the furnace 
mouth ; and long grotesque shadows are cast flickering 
behind them upon the ground and walls. The fire-glow 
glares upon the knot of earnest spectators surrounding the 
furnace and the pit, and assembled upon the stage, or lean- 
ing against walls and brick columns ; it illumes them with 
a magic brilliancy, which is rendered at certain points yet 
more wonderful, from cool blue day-light striking upon 
their brows, whilst the cheeks are flushed with the reflected 
light of the flames. And above the crowd of living figures 
rise colossal forms of armed wfpriors, and peaceful poets, 
and sceptred monarchs; these glowing crimson; those 
standing calm and pale in the cold light of day. 

A glowing heat meanwhile fans our faces ; and we hear 
the rush, rush, of flame, the cries of the workmen, the 
commands of Ferdinand Miller, and an answering far-off 
voice dropping down out of the mysterious darkness 
above us. 

Much had to be done ere the imprisoned molten metal 
could be released. Now burning cinders are placed around 
the mould within the channel, to heat it in preparation for 
the scalding metallic stream ; now workmen, with delicate 
care, remove the plugs which have stopped up certain air- 
holes upon the surface of the mould, and brush away the 
dust ; now the cinders are removed, and the holes in the 
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channel for the entrance of the metal into the mould are 
opened, and after much passing to and fro of workmen in 
their slouched hats, and with their leathern aprons fastened 
behind with brass chains and clasps, and who carry high 
above the heads of the crowd long bars of iron red-hot at 
their tips, or gigantic ladles glowing of a vivid vermilion; 
now, after an hour of expectation, Ferdinand Miller pro- 
claims in a loud voice that the casting is about to com- 
mence. 

" May I beg of you all here," he exclaims, "to remain 
perfectly quiet, whatever may happen. All necessary pre- 
parations for safety are made ; should any danger occur I 
will inform you ; but keep quiet, I pray you all. By all 
means we must avoid a sudden current of air." 

Workmen approach bearing a tremendous bar, with 
which to burst open the tiny aperture in the blank wall of 
the furnace, above the pit, and through which the metal is 
to flow. Ferdinand Miller stands as yet upon the mould ; 
his men surround him upon the borders of the pit. With 
a burning flambeau held before him, he once more examines 
the air and metal holes. The bar is suspended to the three 
chains. Ferdinand Miller leaps from the mould ; the men 
stand ready beside their bar ; there is a momentary solemn 
pause, in which the constant rush, rush, of the flames im- 
prisoned within their citadel falls monotonously on the ear ; 
the besiegers of the citadel pause solemnly beside their 
battering-ram; they pause in prayer. Heads are unco- 
vered ; heads are bowed ; and there, within the forbidden 
circle of the workmen, near to his friend Ferdinand Miller, 
stands Wilhelm von Kaulbach, his head bare and bowed to 
his breast — his fine, calm profile illumined by the fiery glow. 

A moment's pause, and the battering-ram strikes ! 
Forth from the aperture streams liquid, golden, quivering 
metal; down, down, down it streams, filling the channel 
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around the mould ; lurid smoke darts from the air-holes, 
and forth leap, springing into the air, golden, burning, 
quivering jets of molten metal ; golden, burning, quivering 
stars shower around, falling amid the workmen, and even 
to the feet of Ferdinand Miller and of Kaulbach. I feel 
the people around and behind me fall back in a haste of 
momentary terror. 

" The casting is accomplished!" shouts Ferdinand 
Miller. 

Caps and hats are waved in the air ; a thrilling hurrah 
bursts forth, and is swelled by a sudden blast of trumpets 
sounding forth from the upper darkness. 

"A vivat for King Ludwig!" he again exclaims. 
Another hurrah and burst of music. 

" And yet another \" cries a workman, flinging up his 
cap into the air ; and there is a third deafening acclaim. 

The golden molten metal hardens within its channel ; 
workmen try it with iron bars, and then cover up the 
glowing mass with sheets of iron. 

People crowd with congratulations around Ferdinand 
Miller; more daylight streams into the building; the 
furnace is illumined with a wondrous, hazy violet light ; the 
rushing of the flame is lost amid the rejoicing of human 
tongues. 

Thus passed over in happy accomplishment the casting 
of the largest portion of the Sieges-Thor, Bavaria. 
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CHAPTER XX. 



THE ARTISTS* MASKED BALL. 



On Saturday, in all the grandeur of our fools' caps, we pro- 
ceeded, under the escort of Dr. F., to the Artists' Festival. 
We seem to have winter back again in full force, for the 
streets are once more deep in snow, and the frost is bitterly 
keen. And now on this cold evening, when all looked 
colder from the twilight gloom falling upon the streets, the 
warm glow of lights which gleamed from the long rows of 
windows in the Odeon welcomed us with a delicious hos- 
pitality. 

It might have truly been a London train of carriages - 
that extended from the Odeon afar up the street, so long 
and closely packed was it. And as we eagerly looked out 
of our frosted carriage windows, the scene was exciting. 
It was absurd to think of taking up our position in this 
train; we therefore drove back again and round to the 
opposite entrance of the Odeon, where, consenting to walk 
a little distance through the snow, we were enabled to enter. 
The staircases were hung with rich tapestries, and orange- 
trees and myrtles were arranged upon the steps in two 
thick rows, and up between them streamed a crowd of 
maskers. 

But what a magic vision bursts upon us when we enter 
the ball-room itself! In the centre rises a pavilion, stolen 
certainly out of Fairyland ! Graceful and slender Byzan- 
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tine arches of white and gold, and with delicate vermilion 
tracery upon them, cluster together, supporting tall figures 
symbolical of former Artist-Festivals, and, crowning the 
whole, a graceful, youthful figure of Joy holding his cup. 
Ivy and vine cluster around, and festoon the graceful arches ; 
tall, golden tripods rise, heaped up with flowers ; wreaths 
of fresh greenery, and golden tambourines and pipes and 
flutes, hang around the base of the pavilion in joyous 
symmetry ; beneath the pavilion, nestling amid a grove of 
odorous shrubs and flowers, four magical swans, with white 
and golden plumage, arch their necks and pour from their 
open bills ruddy streams of wine ! The fairy vision towers 
to the very ceiling of the lofty Odeon Hall, where, from 
a wreath of roses red and white, spring forth long silken 
streamers of white and pink, extending like a vast umbel 
over the whole hall, each streamer attached at its farther 
end to a smaller chaplet of roses hung upon each capital of 
the grey marble columns which support the galleries of 
the hall. 

These grey masble columns are also gay with decorations 
— hangings of crimson with a simple diaper pattern of gold 
clothe them up one-third of their height, and from pillar 
to pillar swings a wreath of foliage and roses ; thus colour 
and flowers encircle the whole hall. Beneath the orchestra- 
gallery rises a low carpetted platform, which is approached 
by two flights of steps, where stand, as guards, two masked 
figures in mediaeval costume. In the very front of the 
platform rises a grand towering group of trophies — the 
trophies of painting and music. 

The heavy white emblazoned banners of the two societies 
of Munich painters fall in brotherly harmony with the 
smaller banners of two musical societies who have lent their 
aid for the festivities of the grand night. Beneath the 
banner-folds hang clusters of palettes, brushes, strings of 
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bladders of colour, architects' rules, compasses — a glorious 
array of artistic tools. Ivy sprays, and wreaths of pine 
and moss, bind all together, uniting them with the 
musician's trophy, a cluster of musical instruments, trum- 
pets, violins, flutes, clarionets, and drums ! Beyond the 
platform is a partition of dark green drapery, with garlands 
hung symmetrically upon it. 

We stood completely bewildered with the magic of the 
scene, which was increased a thousand-fold by the marvellous 
crowd collecting. 

Every lady and gentleman had been requested by the 
Artists' programme to assume a fool's cap for the evening, in 
case they did not come in masks or fancy costumes. Thus 
every head presented a brilliant bit of colour. The gentle- 
men received their caps with their tickets, and these caps 
were simple enough in form, but of two most vividly-con- 
trasting colours— ^green and scarlet, yellow and pink, blue 
and orange. 

The ladies' fools' caps were much more extraordinary; 
varying from a quaint, tiny jester's cap of mediaeval cut, 
covered with gold or silver bells, embroidery, flowers and 
feathers, to an ordinary evening head-dress rendered 
Carnivalesque by bells fastened to the ends of the ribbon 
trimmings ; there were pointed witches' hats ; tiaras ; 
shepherdesses' hats ; jelly-bag caps ; there were caps 
trimmed with lace, with gold, with silver, with ostrich 
feathers, with peacock feathers, with cocks' feathers ; there 
were caps of scarlet, of blue, of amber, of pink ; there Were 
parti-coloured caps, and tricoloured caps ; and caps of velvet, 
of lace, of gold, of silk, of gauze, — of every hue, texture, and 
fashion, in short ; all, more or less, developments of the 
jester's cap of the middle ages. There were hundreds and 
hundreds of these caps surmounting faces of every age and 
every expression; there were hundreds and hundreds of 



18 A AN ART-STUDENT IN MUNICH. 

costumes — costumes, it would seem, of every era and every 
country beneath the sun ! 

Here comes a solemn Arab Sheik and his wife ; their 
swarthy faces, their golden bracelets and anklets upon their 
dark limbs, their ample woollen mantles of creamy white, 
or striped with sober violet and brown, all breathing of the 
desert ! Here tumbles through the crowd, whirling his 
club of jingling bells, a dwarf of the middle ages, clad in 
scarlet. Here mince along, in their high-heeled shoes, a 
courtier and lady from the Court of Louis XIV. Here 
comes a jolly English tar in his red shirt, with his low- 
crowned hat, and a pipe in his mouth. This must surely 
be Albrecht Diirer himself! Look at his mild, calm face 
beneath that beetling black velvet cap ! look at his short 
fur-trimmed cloak of chocolate colour and at his leathern 
pouch, slung at his side and mounted with rich steel orna- 
ments. Here are Americans, Armenians, Turks, Por- 
tuguese, Italian peasants, Venetian senators, knights and 
ladies of the German legends ; here are pilgrims, knights, 
troubadours, savages, and devils. Here are whimsical 
beings with huge silver ram's horns, with golden ram's 
horns, with huge, napping, pointed ears, with beaks and 
false noses ! There is the chorus of singers, with beaked 
noses and queer, big spectacles, looking like a flight of 
extraordinary birds : — and only listen to their low chirp ! 
chirp ! they are birds surely, and not men ! There are 
caps with peacock feathers towering yards high above the 
crowd ; here comes a whole peacock's tail ! Here a 
gigantic butterfly nodding at the end of a long wire, which 
no doubt is fastened to some strange cap, could we only see 
it in the crowd ! Here is Mrs. Bloomer herself, and there 
the favourite sultana ! Here are two gigantic ladies in 
gigantic yellow silk hats, with gigantic bouquets and fans 
in their hands, and black masks over their faces. There is 
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a terrible old man who is always winking his eyes and 
wrinkling his brow, who has a mane of powdered hair, a 
monstrous shirt-frill, and a false nose ! Here is a band of 
courtiers with the heads of gigantic cocks and hens ! look 
how they open their long beaks, and snap right and left as 
they move along. 

Wilder and wilder, madder and madder grows the scene; 
louder and louder wax the laughter, the squeaking, the 
crowing, the napping, the whispering, the piping ; louder 
and louder, madder and madder ! 

But a hush falls suddenly upon the multitude, gentlemen 
in golden fools' caps make a pathway through the crowd ; 
and towards a seat prepared for them at the right of the plat- 
form proceed the two Kings, the two Queens, and their 
Court. They wear no fools' caps : the Kings carry their 
black hats in their hands \ the Young Queen has exquisite 
diamonds in her hair and on her bosom ; the old Queen 
wears a very quiet head-dress ; the Court ladies, wreaths 
of ivy and natural flowers. How quiet and simple they 
all look ! 

The Court take their seats ; the musicians sing a joyous 
welcome ; there is a Vivat for Bavaria ; for King Ludwig, 
the Artists' King ; for German Art ! The musical director, 
a singularly handsome man, in a singularly handsome dress 
of black velvet, all covered with scarlet rosettes, gives a 
signal to the orchestra, and suddenly down drops the 
drapery beyond the platform, and forth leap, spring, 
tumble, screaming, yelling, and whirling their arms and 
their clubs, a mad troop of fools, scarlet, yellow, white, in 
their quaint, whimsical, mediaeval dresses, with long 
ears and pointed sleeves, and ribbons, and scallopped jerkins 
flying in the wind ! They fling bon-bons among the crowd, 
they fling humorous mottoes, they jingle their bells, they 
rattle their wooden clappers ! They leap, tumble, spring 
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from the platform down among the multitude ! How mad, 
how mad they are ! And look ! look ! On comes a won- 
derful crowd across the platform, a crowd of South 
American Indians! Look at their dusky forms clad in 
jaguar skins ! Look at that noble figure clad in gold 
tissue, and crowned with a tiara of orange and scarlet 
feathers ! They are representatives of the various Mexican 
tribes; their black locks are confined within glittering silver 
diadems ; their noses and ears are pierced with feathers, 
golden rings, and porcupine quills ; strange plates of brass 
hang upon the breast of one; another carries his barbaric 
weapons. Here, too, come Spanish-Mexicans ; here negroes 
with their hoes ; here the planter in his broad straw hat and 
loose white trousers and white coat ! Ah, that planter is 
Rugendas, the painter of strange Mexican scenes and 
people, — Rugendas the painter and tropical traveller ! 
These Mexican costumes are those whieh he brought with 
him as artistic spoil. And a wonderfully arranged Indian 
procession it is. 

But on, on, come yet other strange forms : a band of 
hunters and warriors of the far-off Niebelungen time. It 
took one's very breath away with surprise, as warrior after 
warrior marched along in his wondrous helmet, upon which 
rose the lovely, expanded wings of hawk, and owl, and 
heron ; the helm wreathed with ivy-sprays, frequently, also, 
covered entirely with fresh green moss, till it looked a por- 
tion of the old primeval forest. Sometimes, between the 
wings, rose the head of a hare, a fox, or other sylvan 
creature; sometimes, instead of wings, the helmet was 
crowned with branching antlers ; sometimes the head was 
covered with a hood which fell in simple folds around the 
face, or tightly wrapped itself around the throat, but ever 
these old Germans wreathed their brows with ivy or pine 
twigs. Their whole garb was of a sylvan character ; their 
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short jerkins, bound round the loins with jewelled girdles, 
from which depended daggers and hunting pouches, were 
green as the summer woods, or russet and orange as the 
woods of autumn ; orange, or grey, or russet were their 
hoods ; their tight hose were white, or grey, or scarlet ; their 
boots, of untanned leather or scarlet. On their backs 
were slung huge horns, spoils of the Auer-Ochs, from 
which to quaff mighty draughts of mead. In their hands 
some bore long hunting spears, others quaint primeval 
musical instruments, violins of marvellous slimness, with a 
most small allowance of strings, and which made strange, 
sweet, small music, tiny flutes and wondrously constructed 
drums, all murmuring and muttering of long-departed 
ages. 

The processions descend and mingle with the crowd. 
Suddenly the band of fools, who, I believe, by the way, 
were all young painters, dash, whirling their clubs, and 
leaping, and shouting, through the multitude, who part 
before them, and thus a narrow circle round the room is 
formed, and dancing commences. And marvellous were 
the whirling couples who flew around the circle, and marvel- 
lous the antics of these merry mad fools, who had consti- 
tuted themselves masters of the ceremonies. Men of the 
nineteenth century are they no longer, but the merriest of 
Merry Andrews who have ever dwelt in Emperors' palaces 
or Barons' halls. Mad, jocose, impertinent are they; 
yet chivalrous withal. Behold a group of them leaping 
upon each other's shoulders, and climbing up towards the 
enchanted pavilion to catch, in a tall goblet, the ruddy 
wine falling from the bills of the magic swans. Behold, 
a fool having caught his heel in a lady's train, flings down 
his club, flings down himself also before the lady's feet, 
and with an arch imploring gaze, and mock distress, 
beseeches her pardon ! And look at that scarlet fellow 
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nursing his legs as lie sits upon that flight of steps, and 
swinging his body backwards and forwards, whilst he cards 
a merry song. 

But dancing was not the whole amusement of this festive 
evening. 

Once more there is a bustle upon the platform. A large 
golden wheel, fixed upon a frame, is brought forth. This 
is the Wheel of Fortune. 

Each lady, on entering the hall, has received an elegant 
card, printed in gold, upon which, together with a grotesque 
group of Carnival figures, is a list of the dances for the 
evening, and a certain number written in one corner of the 
card. This number is her number in the lottery. The 
wheel is turned. To the sounds of trumpets the number 
of the prize is called forth. Away dashes the troop of 
fools in mad career through the ball-room, and the supper- 
rooms, in search of the fortunate lady. After a merry 
search she is discovered, and led in triumph to the plat- 
form, where, seated, she receives her prize with much 
ceremony; a graceful vase, or book perhaps, or basket 
filled with flowers. A document of complimentary, 
humorous, and appropriate verses, adorned with sketches, 
she also receives upon a cushion; the verses, I should observe, 
being first read aloud to the company. Many a picturesque 
group was thus formed on the platform. Let us take the 
first group as an example. The band of fools have led up 
a bright-faced maiden with large, laughing blue eyes, 
golden hair, and a complexion " red as the red, red rose," 
so covered is she with blushes. Her dress is of blue velvet, 
cut square at the bosom, in the old German style, and 
bordered with a stiff band cf rich golden brocade incrusted 
with jewels ; a jewelled girdle, to which depends a quaint 
pocket, is clasped round her waist ; her arms and bosom 
are covered with sleeves and a deep tucker of white lawn; 
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and a blue and gold embroidered tiara surmounts her blond 
locks. She is a veritable Burg Fraulein. It is a Pro- 
vengal troubadour, who, kneeling before her, presents a 
fragrant mass of flowers ; his face is a gallant, poetical face ; 
his hair curls in thick clusters around his compact head. 
His dress is of pink and white silk, pink and white alter- 
nating ; a little hood, pink one half, white the other, hangs 
upon his shoulders; roses, pink and white, adorn him; 
there are roses on his breast, roses upon his sleeves, roses 
upon his hose and upon his shoes; roses encircle his 
jerkin; his very face looks a rose! He seems the very- 
embodiment of romance, of the Romaunt of the Rose ; per- 
haps he may be. But whether he is or not, he is, at all 
events, a well-known historical painter, and an officer to boot. 

Many were the picturesque groups, and that not alone dur- 
ing the drawing of the lottery, which this evening produced. 
I look down from the platform upon which I am now stand- 
ing ; not, however, by any means because / am the lucky 
drawer of a prize. And half hidden by the Painters' 
Trophy, his figure shewing beneath the cluster of musical 
instruments, sits crouching a Bedouin in his long, spectral 
bernouse ; he props his dark face upon a dark arm, and 
looks up into the face — not of another Bedouin — that would 
have been too real for so fantastic, delirious a night ! — but 
into the face of a Niebelungen hero — of Siegfried himself, 
perhaps : the winged, ivy-encircled helmet, the orange far- 
trimmed doublet, the hunting spear glittering in his hand, 
the huge, grey, silver-mounted hunting horn slung upon 
his back, the short hunting-boots upon his feet, how 
strangely they contrast with that dark Arab in his spectral 
J>ernouse ! 

Everything is so genuine, so exquisitely beautiful and 
appropriate in the costumes, so thoroughly artistic, that the 
groups seem groups not of maskers, but of beings sum- 
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moned by an enchanter's spell from far-off regions and 
long-departed ages. One's imagination bewilders itself in 
a perplexing romance, so striking, fantastic, whimsical, are 
the contrasts on every side ! 

The Cotillon is now being danced. From our position 
upon the platform, the spectacle is very extraordinary. In 
the centre rises that fairy pavilion with its flowers, its 
swans, its heroic statues, its undulating radiation of silken 
streamers, through which, looking upwards, your eye rests 
upon the bright frescoed hues of the ceiling. The grey 
marble columns of the hall, draped partly with crimson, 
are our horizon. A mass of quaint, gorgeously-attired 
human beings fills the hall; they rise in brilliant tiers 
beneath the columns ; they rise, a low, human pyramid, 
upon the steps of the pavilion ; they fill as with waves of 
scarlet, orange, violet, green, and crimson, the whole body of 
the vast hall. An open, but narrow, space surrounds the 
pavilion : here whirl the dancers in mad career. They are 
dancing beneath tall hoops of blue and white, which are 
held above their heads by the scarlet, and orange, and 
parti-coloured fools, standing opposite each other, at 
certain distances within the circle. The chandeliers, with 
their hundreds of starry lights, gleam and fling down their 
bright radiance over the gorgeous, glittering scene. The 
music wildly peals and pants; and ever and anon some 
merry laugh, some mad shout, rises above its harmonious 
voices, and the voice of the whole assembly, — that murmur- 
ing, strange, united voice of the crowd ! 

Was not the whole scene like the dream of a fevered 
brain ! — a scene likely enough to return, if ever one should 
wander into the mysterious land of delirium. 

But the Cotillon is over. Hark ! a march bursts from 
the orchestra ! Yes ; and behold how through the crowd 
winds a procession of hunters : they bear garlanded torches 
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in their hands, together with their spears and bows. The 
musicians, with their primitive musical instruments, lead 
the way, piping and playing on their simple pipes and upon 
their tiny violins. What an old-world feeling they carry 
with them ! Forth they march. And now behold a 
hideous monster, with a head looking each way, makes his 
appearance. A hurried chase of him commences : his 
heads are chopped off and borne in triumph round the circle, 
to the sounds once more of merry, small music. 

Again there is dancing ; again the musical societies burst 
forth into song : the merriment seems ever on the in- 
crease ; the fools are for ever careering round the circle in 
unwearied antic mood. Now they encounter the celebrated 
Neureuther, whom one has long since recognised as the 
author of the Fairy-pavilion ; they hoist him on their 
shoulders ; they bear him round the hall with loud acclaim. 
Now there is a hue and cry after some other well-known 
name. The great artist has disappeared. " Where 
is ?" shout the fools; "we have lost !" 

" He has fled into the gallery ! Don't you see him 
high up aloft ?" shouts a voice, and the hall rings with 
laughter. 

And thus the night wore on in full embodiment of the 
painters' motto emblazoned on their decorations and upon 

their cards : 

Tages Arbeit ; Abends Gaste ! 

Saure Wochen ! Frohe Feste ! 

Never, surely, was there a more joyous festival, or one 
more graceful, and fantastic, and poetic, than this Kunstler 
Bal of 1852. Long lives and merry ones to the joyous 
artists ! let us cry : and long, long life and a glorious im- 
mortality to the joyous, genial German art ! A right 
hearty — Lebe Hochfur die Stadt Munchen,fiir Miinchener 
Kunst und Kunstler ! 
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At half-past four o'clock, as we alighted at our house, 
through the dark blue sky of this February morning 
the holy sound of bells fell upon our ears ; — they rang 
for matins. 



Isabel has sent me a description of the Artists' Festival 
of February, 1853, an extract from which I here give. 

" The device for the Artists' Ball this vear was the same as 
last — fools and fools' caps, — all looked very much the same ; 
but, as a little variety, instead of Mr. RugendWs proces- 
sion of savages, there was a band of fifty young girls, each 
one assuming in her costume the character of a flower. 
This procession was led by the king of the fools np the 
steps of the platform on which was placed his throne; 
and here thev all stood round him after he had taken his 
seat. The room was crowded, much more even than last year, 
and the jolly, noisy, mad-cap fools were seated upon orna- 
mental scaffolding placed half-way up the lower pillars of 
the hall. From these eminences thev bv turns addressed 
witty speeches in verse to their king ; and after a variety 
of funny things had been said, one fool at last asked the 
king which of the lady-flowers then present was the rarest, 
the fairest, and altogether the most worthy of honour ? 
The king at first seems much puzzled what answer to 
make : he gazes round on the fifty blooming maidens stand- 
ing by ; — there was Miss K. in a zone and wreath of moss 
roses; Laura F. wore a gold trellis-work, over which 
ran pink roses; another artist's daughter, a tall, noble- 
looking girl, wore a water-lily, which sat like a star upon 
her forehead; another the blue fleur-de-lis, the delicate 
long leaves of which hung gracefully from the back of her 
hair over her white shoulders ; there was a brilliant head- 
dress of vivid mountain-ash berries ; little, or rather large, 
turrets of iw, the trails of which fell over round and lovely 
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arms, and encircled tiny waists ; there were two heads pow- 
dered as white as any snow-wreath, overtopped by a mass of 
nodding snow-drops : besides these there were magnolias, 
violets, and many others, formed according to the character 
of the flowers into very tasteful, though somewhat large 
head-dresses, and otherwise decorating the attire of the 
wearer. 

Considering the native wit of a " fool," the king appeared 
somewhat foolish, in the ordinary sense of the word, and 
most horribly perplexed did he contrive to look, being all 
the time mocked and jeered at unmercifully by his wicked 
subjects : they uttered unearthly shrieks, and, as further 
signs of impatience, flapped their wooden clappers with a 
perfectly stunning din. 

At length the king arose, saying that he believed he 
could now guess their riddle : Was not the Edelweiss the 
fairest and rarest flower that grew ? And instantly, as if 
impelled by a magical impulse, at one bound, making their 
thousand bells dance and ring, the Fools sprang to their 
feet upon their stages, and sang, — 

" Wie im Alpen Rosen Kranz 

Edelweiss Tom Felsenthrone, 
Also in des Festes Glanz 

Strahlet als der Frauen Krone, 
Leuchtet als die Herrscherin, 

Bay eras holde Konigin !" 

As 'mid Alpine flowers and snow, 
Rock- throned Edelweiss is beaming, 

So amid the festal show, 
As the crown of noble women, 

As the monarch, is she seen 
Our Bavaria's gentle queen ! 

The pretty little queen, seated beneath her crimson velvet 
canopies, appeared quite affected, and almost ready to weep. 

VOL. II. o 
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King Ludwig, who sat beside her, clapped his hands, and 
smiled, and bowed, and seemed most highly delighted. 
The young Queen wore in her tiara of diamonds a sprink- 
ling of Edelweiss, which at a distance produced the effect of 
pearls. This secret of the royal toilette had evidently been 
betrayed beforehand to the fools. The lines are said to be 
the composition of the Painter Teichlein ; the music was 
by Baron Perfall — the handsome Musical Director of last 
year's Artists' Ball." 
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CHAPTER XXI. 



SPRING PICTURES. 



This last week has been Passion-week; and as usual all 
Munich was rushing from church to church : but this year 
I did not rush with them — I only went to two churches 
with Isabel, when she had no other companion. 

This year, someway, all looked faded and weariful to 
me. The only thing that I saw which I did not see last 
spring was a group of peasants in the Basilica, kissing the 
wounds of a frightful crucifix, which was laid upon the 
altar steps. Never was anything more disgusting. 

This morning I went with Isabel to hear high mass per- 
formed in the Hof-Kapelle, as the music is very fine there 
on Easter Sunday. The robes of the priest, all gold, rose- 
colour and green, were beautiful ; and the troop of elegant 
court pages in their blue and silver, bearing their burning 
tapers, and gracefully bending their handsome little silk- 
stockinged legs, was pretty ; but that was all. I feel as 
though I had had enough of Romish pageantry for some 
time to come. 

April. — There is no denying now that spring is at hand ; 
yet as I am still far from ready to bid adieu to Munich, I 
am inclined to close my eyes to her signals, which each day 
greet me on my walks through the English Garden. DogV 
mercury and the lovely glossy arum leaves are rapidly 
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revealing their vernal beauty. I see pale oxlips nodding 
here and there upon mossy banks, and bunches of them lie 
withering upon the pathways, gathered farther on in the 
Garden by children's hands, and then dropped. At times, 
as the sense of rapidly approaching Spring forces itself upon 
my unwilling eyes, most ungratefully do I long that the beau- 
tiful unfolding leaves would, for a short, short time, pause in 
their unfoldings — would curl themselves up again in their 
gummy buds and their delicate silky spathes; for all will 
have burst in fulness of beaut}*, and will be over, before 
one's heart has recognised and rejoiced in it, and another 
tender, beautiful Spring will be vanished away, like a swift 
dream, out of one's life. 

But it is not alone through leaves and blossoms that 
Spring announces her advent in the English Garden ; she 
announces it in many ways, and in none more lovely than 
by her gulls. Do not say I am y idling you when I talk of 
yull* in the English Garden. The other morning, as I 
neared the little bridge crossing the rusliing branch of the 
Isar, opposite to Prinz Carl's Palace, not many hundred 
yards from the town, and below the very palace windows, 
I saw a number of large, white-winged birds, careering 
about wildly in the air, just over the little bridge. The 
Garden resounded with their shrill cries. There must have 
been about a hundred of these birds, at the very least. 
Now they napped their broad white wings, till they 
gleamed and glanced dazzlingly in the sunlight ; now they 
poised their quivering grey little bodies in the deep blue 
sky, or balanced themselves upon the sparkling green 
waves of the rushing water ; then again darted up, up, up 
away high into the sky — whirling among the distant leaf- 
less trees, like a cloud of white butterflies — their wild cries 
echoing joyously, vernally, through the lawns and groves 
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of the wild, park-like Garden. It was a lovely, joyous bit 
of poetry. 

I understand that these birds come at a certain time 
each Spring, for a few days, to particular spots in the 
English Garden, and then again disappear entirely. They 
come in search of a peculiar kind of food. They fly many 
miles from a lake among the mountains; each night 
returning to roost in their Alpine home. 

The other evening, upon this same bridge, I had another 
pleasant peep into the lives of small woodland creatures. 
A brisk squirrel suddenly dropped down from a tree before 
me — glanced at me with his roguish black eyes — set up his 
tawny, bushy tail — paused for a moment, as if gazing at, 
and meditating upon, the slavery endured by the poor 
sentinel, pacing with glittering bayonet before the ducal 
palace ; then sprang nimbly up again upon the tree, dis- 
appearing in the network of branches. 

The gardener esses also announce that Spring is at hand. 
Coming suddenly upon a group of these the other day in 
the English Garden, I was considerably staggered for the 
first moment with regard to their sex. All wore hats — 
broad-brimmed andnarrow-brimmed — slouch hats, Tyrolean 
hats, straw hats, and felt hats and beaver hats — green, 
grey, black, and brown. All wore handkerchiefs tied 
beneath their hats — red, orange, blue-and- white, striped, 
spotted, and checked. All wore very short, thick petticoats, 
and very clumsy shoes — some even big boots — and many 
wore coats — great-coats or jackets — drab, brown, and black. 
All had rakes in their hands, and were raking away heaps 
and heaps of dead leaves as fast as they could rake. Their 
faces were the faces of old men, not of women. 

Never, certainly, did I encounter a more astounding 
company of odd-fellows. 

Smiling to myself, I passed this group of gardeneresses, 
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and crossing the rustic bridge, which spans a second branch 
of the Isar flowing through the Garden, I beheld approach* 
ing the bridge over which I leaned a small raft, formed of 
a few huge pine-tree stems, come rushing along with the 
current. The water dashed over the little raft, swilkering 
between the mighty stems, and drenching the great leathern 
boots of the men who guided the raft. And what a calling 
of cheery voices there was ! what a brushing past of over- 
hanging trees and shrubs ! what a clever management of 
the long, rude helm ! 

And a fresh raft was seen to shoot forth from behind a. 
bend in the little river s bank : and there was more shoot- 
ing, and more clever steering; and then, gliding beneath 
the bridge, upon which I stood, the two rafts danced 
merrily along towards a second and still more picturesque 
rustic bridge farther down the stream, and above which 
soared a whirling crowd of my favourite gulls. And again 
came a third raft — and another, and another ! 

Doubtless these huge pine-trees, felled among the Alpine 
solitudes, were now departing, after their winter's sojourn 
in the Royal Munich Wood-yard, on their long voyage to 
Vienna — or, it might be, even farther ; perhaps they would 
float onward and onward — the rafts joining together as the 
stream ever widened, till they approached Turkey. 

Baron H., I recollect, once described to me an excursion 
which some students he knew had made to Vienna on a 
raft. In description, at all events, it sounded very delight- 
ful. The floating so dreamily along the solemn Danube — 
the peculiar life among the raftsmen — the pausing for the 
night with the raft at old-world villages upon the banks — 
villages far away from the beaten path of ordinary travellers 
— the glimpses of a quaint, fresh, peasant life, opening out 
before you in the talk of the raftsmen and of the villagers 
— all this, I wejl remember, most pleasantly affected my 
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imagination. I remember, also, that a sort of little sigh 
for a moment heaved itself up in my heart as he described 
it, — " Oh, if I were but a man, then would I voyage with 
a raft !" 

But, thank God ! such silly sighs as this do not often 
heave themselves up in my heart ; for the longer I live the 
less grows my sympathy with women who are always wish- 
ing themselves men. I cannot but believe that all in life 
that is truly noble, truly good, truly desirable; God bestows 
upon us women in as unsparing measure as upon men. 
He only desires us, in His great benevolence, to stretch 
forth our hands and to gather for ourselves the rich joys of 
intellect, of nature, of study, of action, of love, and of 
usefulness, which He has poured forth around us. Let us 
only cast aside the false, silly veils of prejudice and fashion, 
which ignorance has bound about our eyes ; let us lay bare 
our souls to God's sunshine of truth and love; let us 
exercise the intelligence which He has bestowed on us 
upon worthy and noble objects, and this intelligence may 
become keen as that of men ; and the paltry high heels 
and whalebone supports of mere drawing-room conven- 
tionality and young ladyhood withering up, we shall stand 
in humility before God, but proudly and rejoicingly at the 
side of man ! Different always, but not less noble, less 
richly endowed ! 

And all this we may do, without losing one jot or one 
tittle of our womanly spirit, but rather attain solely to these 
good, these blessed gifts, through a prayerful and earnest 
development of those germs of peculiar purity, of tenderest 
delicacy and refinement, with which our Heavenly Father 
has so especially endowed the woman. 

Let beauty and grace, spiritual and external, be the 
garments of our souls. Let love be the very essence of 
our being — love of God, of man, and of the meanest 
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created thing — Love that is strong to endure, strong to 
renounce, strong to achieve I Alone through the strength 
of Love, the noblest, the most refined of all strength 
— our blessed Lord Himself having lived and died teach- 
ing it to us — have great and good women hitherto wrought 
their noble deeds in the world; and alone through the 
strength of an all-embracing love will the noble women 
who have yet to arise work noble works or enact noble 
deeds. 

Let us emulate, if you will, the strength of determina- 
tion winch we admire in men, their earnestness and fixed- 
ness of purpose, their unwearying energy, their largeness 
of vision ; but let us never sigh after their lower so-called 
jrrivilegesy which when they are sifted with a thoughtful 
mind are found to be the mere husks and chaflf of the 
rich grain belonging to humanity, and not alone to men. 

The assumption of masculine airs or of masculine attire, or 
of the absence of tenderness and womanhood in a mistaken 
struggle after strength, can never sit more gracefully upon 
us than do the men's old hats, and great coats, and boots, 
upon the poor old gardeneresses of the English Garden. 
Let such of us as have devoted ourselves to the study of 
an art — the interpreter to mankind at large of God's 
beauty — especially remember this, that the highest ideal 
in life as well as in art has ever been the blending of the 
beautiful and the tender with the strong and the intellectual. 

But I have wandered away in thought far from the 
Royal Wood-yard, which I was just about to enter after 
leaving the English Garden and rustic bridge, and where, 
this pleasant spring-tide, I am constantly observing things 
striking and peculiar to my English eyes. 

I confess to an unaccountable sort of affection for this 
wood-yard ; it is not beautiful or particularly quaint, but 
someway it has seized hold of my fancy, and it is just one 
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of those spots which, in after years, when my head reposes 
on its English pillow, will often rise up dreamily before 
me, and in fancy I shall again and again be walking along 
the raised pathway beside the rushing green mill-stream — 
with softly turfed banks sloping down, and then the acres 
of wood-yard stretching away on one hand, whilst the 
water rushes on the other. I shall see the heaps and heaps 
of carefully stacked wood piled up for royal consumption ; 
I shall hear the distant sawing and chopping of workmen ; 
I shall see their little grey huts and houses sprinkled here 
and there. Perhaps it is mid-winter, frost and snow lying 
on the ground : in through the huge grey gates rattles and 
jolts a long grey wagon, drawn by four beautiful horses, 
upon one of which is mounted a man in the royal livery : 
it is a royal wagon come to fetch the royal wood for burn- 
ing in the royal stoves ; and another long wagon, drawn by 
equally handsome horses, soon follows it: men begin 
instantly piling the wagons with wood, and a wagon 
already laden making its appearance from the more distant 
part of the enclosure, rattles with its four mettlesome horses 
and blue-liveried postilion bravely away through the great 
gates. A splendid piece of timber tumbles off from the 
royal load as the wagon sways through them ; but the royal 
servant and royal horses never deign to stop for a piece of 
lost wood, and rattle still bravely up the road. 

A poor shrivelled little old woman, with a kerchief of 
orange and blue tied over her shaking head, and shading 
the grotesque features of a thorough " Marchen-Frau" 
comes tottering along over the frosty ground ,and perceives 
the mighty prize. She darts upon it with sudden agility, 
she casts furtive glances around, she wraps it up in her 
crimson stuff apron, and quietly pursues her way. Poor 
old Mar chert Frau / I will not tell of your little theft to the 
watchers in the wood-yard; I know as well as you do, 
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although your blear eyes can no longer read the words, that 
nailed up upon these very gates are official denunciations 
against all thieves, purloiners, and smokers of pipes or 
cigars within the precincts of the Royal Enclosure ; never- 
theless, pursue fearlessly your way home to your wretched 
dwelling, miserable little old woman ! for you are no great 
sinner after all : muttering confused words about " cold 1 ' 
and " the dearness of wood," you had come tottering across 
the rich wood-vard. and never had reached vour hands 
towards the tempting stacks of the King's wood ; and when 
at the very threshold, out in the road, lay a fine piece of 
timber, surely it must have been flung down for you by 
the loving hands of the Angel of Mercy ! 

But now, in fancy, I see quite a different scene going on 
in the wood-vard ! The snow and ice have vanished from 
the earth — there is a vernal freshness in the air, a softness, 
an awakening life ; water is pouring in from all the sluices 
of the mill-stream, the green mill-stream itself is dashing 
and tumbling about like a mad thing. All the wood-yard 
is transformed into a small lake, intersected bv the raised 
pathways which cross it here and there ; and tumbling over 
each other, and hurrying, and pushing, and scrambling, 
and pitching, come hosts and thousands of small pieces of 
timber, carried along by the rushing waters. The little 
lake is covered with a navy of many thousand pieces of 
wood. 

Men are running to and fro with poles, pushing along 
stranding pieces of timber, or inspecting the flow of water, 
the dykes, and dams, and locks. It is a veryanimated scene, 
and the children of the St. Anna suburb know this, and all 
the day through, groups of children may be seen watching 
and shouting with merriment as the waters continue to 
flow along, bearing upon their small green waves these 
miniature navies ! 
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But gradually the waters fall and fall — dry-land appears, 
and the thousands of stranded pieces of wood are carefully 
piled up into the innumerable large stacks which adorn for 
the greater portion of the year this Royal Wood-yard. 

Or again, I see a singular operation going on — the 
waters have vanished from the mill-stream. Its course 
over moss-grown piles is laid bare ; instead of clear rushing 
waters through which, looking down in autumn, you had 
watched with delight the brilliant leaves fallen from the 
over-hanging trees lying there like gorgeous gems of scarlet, 
and gold, and amethyst, imbedded in richest green velvet, 
you only now see slimy ugly brown tresses of water 
mosses and weeds. Men are busily at work in the water- 
course ; the old moss-grown piles gradually disappear, and 
fresh ones are being driven in. And what an extraordinary 
process this is of driving in the piles ! In early morning, 
late in the afternoon, and all day long, you hear the mono- 
tonous and peculiar cry of the workmen, as they, standing 
together in a ring, each holding a cord in his hand attached 
to a rough machine within the circle, tall poles acting as 
a fulcrum, they raise by their united power a tremendous 
weight, letting it fall again upon the head of the pile ; then 
by repeated blows driving it in. There is the short mono- 
tonous cry of the men — then the dull heavy fall of the huge 
weight upon the pile — then again a pause — once more the 
monotonous cry, the dull blow, and the pause — and this 
with a strange uniformity all the long day through, con- 
tinuing even often for weeks at a time. 

It is as monotonous to watch the driving in of these 
piles as it is to listen to it. The men move as if portions 
of some marvellously quaint machine — not as if they were 
men; their pink and chocolate and dark blue cotton 
jackets and blouses, with here and there a scarlet cap or 
green Tyrolese hat, in the distance, forming a motley mosaic. 
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But the pleasantest scene of all in the Wood-yard is when 
the bell for noontide prayer sounds from the near Francis- 
can chapel : the tolling of the bell comes fitfully across 
the trees upon the balmy April breeze— the turf is studded 
with golden ticaries and dandelions and trefoil and silver 
daisies — round-faced children from the neighbouring 
suburb have strayed into the Wood-yard, they are making 
little nosegays and garlands with the flowers — they are a 
group to delight the heart of Ludwig Richter, the Dresden 
artist : away above the stretch of the grey acres of stacked 
wood rises a line of noble trees, the frontier trees of the 
English Garden, and above them sweep the azure spring 
heavens with streaks of cirrus-cloud enhancing their loveli- 
ness. In the foreground, before a carpenter's shed built 
of grey weather-beaten planks, and its open doors revealing 
heaps of shavings and a carpenter s bench, stands a group 
of workmen — youths and old men, and men of middle age : 
their dress is quaint, and with dashes of rich colour about 
it ; here a scarlet cap, there a deep moroon or indigo jacket. 
They are standing close together. 

As the first toll of the monastery bell swells on the 
breeze, each head bows itself upon the breast : the silver 
locks of the old artisan, — the crisp dark curls of the youth, 
— the scanty grizzled hair of the man in middle life — 
are uncovered to the sim. A dull murmur of prayer 
breaks from their lips, and they cross themselves devoutly 
upon breast and brow. 

The children have flung their flowers upon the grass, 
and pray also. 

Easier Sunday, — This afternoon the Werffs apparently 
have been rendered somewhat choleric bv eating meat after 
their long fast. Although it was meat blessed by the priest 
— and, therefore, holy meat — they have had a grand quarrel ! 
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Poor old souls ! I cannot avoid smiling when I recall 
the scene, — or rather the sounds. For two whole hours 
we had heard talk ! talk ! talk ! and that too in the loudest 
of voices. I supposed at first that this was merely some 
Easter visit they were receiving, and thus also explained 
why Fraulein Sanchen had never made her appearance for 
the removal of our dinner cloth. 

I opened the door, — so very extraordinary waxed the 
sounds ; and I then heard the voice of Madame Thekla at 
its highest pitch proceeding from her little sitting-room, 
interspersed every now and then with a short scornful 
laugh. At the same time, out of the kitchen, Fraulein 
Sanchen poured forth another torrent of words with ditto 
laugh, — scouring away meanwhile vehemently; yes, 
scouring away, although it was Easter Sunday afternoon. 
Scouring is her joy and consolation, I verily believe ! 

Perceiving how matters stood, I broke in with a loud 
ringing of our hand-bell. 

Having arranged her features into becoming calmness, 
the poor old Fraulein made her appearance. 

" Have you had company, Fraulein Sanchen V 9 I asked : 
"what a tremendous talking there has been in your 
kitchen !" 

" No ! no ! she's angry !" replied the old creature, 
removing the table-cloth, and uttering the words with such 
a comically black thunder-cloud look — with such an irre- 
sistible nod and then a wink — that had she only been a 
comic actress she would have made her fortune. 

"Ja ! J a ! Sie ist hose !" And this was all she would 
vouchsafe about the grand quarrel. When she comes in 
she nods, and when she goes out she winks, and between 
the two wears the thunder-cloud upon her brow. To-day 
she had put on, for the first time since Lent, her favourite 
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string of blue-glass beads round the thinnest and most 
yellow of poor old necks. Pity is it that Dickens never 
saw her, for then, of a truth, she would have been im- 
mortalised, with her oddity, her faithfulness, her good- 
nature, and her crossness. 

This winter the exclamations each evening of " Immer so 
fleissig! Immer so Jleissig !" have by no means lessened; and 
my nervous dread of them has only increased in a tenfold de- 
gree. Our rule has become to put aside any occupation 
we may be engaged upon just before the expected advent 
of the good Fraulein, which is always about nine o'clock, 
after which she and her sister lock themselves into their 
rooms for the night, good early souls ! The best plan to 
escape the nei^e-torturing " Immer so Jleissig ! Immer 
so fleissig I" is to lie upon the sofa with your head buried 
in the pillow, as if asleep. Alas, dear old Fraulein, how 
often have we been forced to practise this innocent deceit ! 
and as thy dear old feet have trod with hushed and stealthy 
steps across and across our room, arranging any thing 
that might be out of its place, and with anxious silence 
thou hast set down upon a distant table our wondrous 
" tea-machine, " — our portable kitchen, in fact — by means 
of which we often prepare a cup of chocolate or boil an 
egg for our suppers ; yes, as we have listened, smiling with 
shaded feces, to thy stealthy footsteps, how have our hearts 
smote us for even so small a piece of hypocrisy towards 
one whose heart was full of such sterling goodness as is 
thine! 

But if, however beguiled by interest in our occupation, 
we have forgotten the flight of time and the arrival of the 
" tea-machine," then woe betide us ! Often have I more 
than once heard Isabel stop short in some sweet V oiks- 
Lied, which she was singing for my especial delectation, 
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and rush into some ear-piercing exercise, or rattle over 
the keys of the piano, in order to render it impossible for 
our innocent tormentor to gain a word from her. Still 
would she remain conscious of eyes fixed upon her with a 
gaze of admiring astonishment, — of a face held most 
pertinaciously upon one side, — of a pair of poor old bony 
hands crossed patiently over the pit of the old Fraulein's 
stomach ; and the words " Immer so fleissig ! Immer so 
fieissig !" would pierce to Isabel's nerves spite of shriek- 
ings or thunder of piano-keys. 

As for Anna ! her resource in such extremities is intense 
abstraction : if she is writing letters how intolerably fast 
does her pen scratch over the paper — often words of utter 
nonsense ! Her head is never raised, yet her eyes see, as if 
by clairvoyance, that droll old visage ogling her across the 
room, and she hears, above the scratch of the pen, the 
" Immer so fieissig I Immer so fieissig I" dropping from her 
lips. And thus will the two continue, — the one to scribble 
in frantic haste with unraised head, the other gazing at her 
from a distance with eyes of humble wonder mingled with 
rising ill-humour — until the old Fraulein flounces off in a 
huff, remaining black as a thunder-cloud for the next four- 
and-twenty hours ; or Anna is fairly vanquished, and raising 
her face smiles ! and is repaid by a ten-minutes' martyrdom 
of exclamations over her " Fleiss" and over her extraordi- 
nary correspondence, and of enquiries after every " Herr" 
" Frau" and " Fraulein" member of her "much respected 
and highly well-born family" — unlucky Anna! Or if 
Anna is drawing, then is the martyrdom somewhat varied. 
"Ah, when/' says the loquacious soul, "will people learn 
in their youth to spare their precious, dear little eyes? 
Ah !" she knew well — that she did — what it was to over- 
work the eyes ! — yes, yes ! she knew well enough the 
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temptation of the Fine Arts ! Had she not worked bell- 
ropes, and smoking-caps, and pocket-books, on the finest, 
finest canvas ? Did not she know what it was to do fine 
work ? Had not she embroidered flowers, and scrolls, and 
landscapes, in silk, wool, and cotton ? That she had ! Had 
she not when in the convent embroidered and fine-sewn, 
together with the other young ladies, a whole set of baby- 
clothes for the daughter of the Electress ! That she had, 
indeed ! And had she not got up by peep of day to em- 
broider? and had she not sat up late at night and em- 
broidered ? That she had ! And had not she knitted two 
dozen pair of finest-patterned stockings for her lady 
sister? That she had, and she would show us them, too ! 
— (this for about the twelfth time) and the bell-rope, also, 
in the next room, was her work. There was no bell, cer- 
tainly : but the bell-rope of such fine work was hers ! That 
it was. Yes, yes, we might think that our eyes would not 
fail — but she knew better, that she did! and she knew 
what the Fine Arts were ! And her hands, too ! we might 
think they never could have held a delicate needle ; but, 
yes, indeed, they had : but old age ! old age, and scouring, 
and washing, and cooking, they spoilt any hands ! Ah, if 
the dear Fraulein would but take warning, and not ruin 
their dear little eyes over the Fine Arts !" 

Alas ! dear old Fraulein, after many such a gossip as 
this, repeated for the twentieth time, often have I 
thought how that neither thou nor Anna had yet attained to 
the practice of the truest and most difficult of all the Fine 
Arts ever taught or studied, — the Art of Living with 
Other 8 : and often have I wondered, as I have felt a struggle 
between compassion, love, and irritation contend within 
my spirit, whether this Art ever is attained in this world to 
perfection. But truly alone in the New Testament do we 
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find the teachings of this Fine Art; as, I believe, also 
may be found teachings for all other Fine Arts. Yes, even 
for the Fine Arts, so called, par excellence. But I cannot 
now branch out into this theory of mine, which at times 
has risen up before me with an especial loveliness. 
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CHAPTER XXII. 



CARTOONS. 



April. — In Kaulbach's studio, this week, there is a 
drawing which has especially struck me with its beauty. 
It is a design in charcoal, but finished with exquisite 
care, — one only of the vast number of designs which this 
great man is ever creating, with inexhaustible fancy and 
imagination. 

It represents Mercury announcing to Calypso the com- 
mand of Jove that Ulysses shall depart. Calypso is seated 
beneath a rural alcove, in a languid dream. The luxu- 
riant foliage of a southern clime clambers up the stem of a 
palm tree growing beside the alcove, and wreathing all 
with beauty. The hot noontide sun flings clear broad 
shadows from the tangle of leaves and blossoms across the 
front of the bower, where sits the lovely enchantress. The 
upper portion of her figure is thrown into shadow by the 
luxuriant foliage, her beautifully rounded figure revealing 
itself through her softly clinging drapery ; her hand is 
listlessly resting on her lap, and holds the shuttle of the 
loom which stands beside her. Her beautiful face is 
raised with dreamy listlessness towards young Mercury, 
who, standing out in the broad sun-light, his winged 
feet just alighted upon earth, points with extended arm 
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and caduceus towards the mournful Ulysses, who, with 
bowed head, is seated far out in the glare of sun-light, 
beyond the rustic alcove, upon the margin of the sea. 

Gentle little waves roll in towards the mournful Ulysses ; 
but he heeds them not. An extended flight of migratory 
birds — the key-note of his thoughts — stretches itself across 
the sky, winging its way over the ocean, as he sits mourn- 
fully, with bowed head, in the sunshine. 

At the feet of Calypso, in a chafing-dish, burn fragrant 
woods and gums, the soft smoke curling up among the 
rich foliage of the bowery alcove, and across the goddess's 
antique lyre, which leans against the palm-tree stem. Doves 
flutter and coo among the palm branches. All is as soft, 
tender, and full of an enchanted languor, as Keats's 
poetry, yet strong withal as old Chapman's Homer. 



The small cartoons and studies for colour for the com- 
pletion of the New-Pinakothek frescoes have been made 
this early spring by Kaulbach. 

The principal one of these designs represents the 
Artist's Festival in Munich in 1845 ; the other designs are 
simply single whole-length portraits of the great German 
painters whose works will be contained within the New- 
Pinakothek— Cornelius, Schnorr, etc. — with decoration of 
garlands upborne by lovely children, — graceful, of course, 
but in no way especially remarkable. 

The Artists' Festival of 1845 is a link in the series of 
frescoes illustrative of the history of modern German Art, 
to which I have already referred. 

It introduces us into the very heart of the whimsical 
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and picturesque jollity of German artist-life. The groups 
are as if suddenly transferred from the Artists' Masquerade 
to the canvas. In the centre of the composition rises 
Schwanthaler's statue of King Ludwig arrayed in his royal 
robes. A bevy of fair maidens crowned with flowers sur- 
rounds the statue, binding garlands of flowers with which to 
adorn it : one, seated upon an upturned rustic basket, lean- 
ing slightly back from the group, hangs a wreath of roses 
upon an emblazoned shield presented to her by a page. 

Upon a slightly raised platform beyond this group stands, 
in semi-circle, a marvellously comic array of singers, — a 
dash of Kaulbach's Hogarthian satire. The gravity and 
quaint distortion of the countenances and attitudes are 
irresistibly droll. That huge stout man with the ear-rings, 
and with the bearing and countenance of a Friar Turk, 
sending forth with deep complacency the most sonorous 
of bass notes from his broad ponderous chest, and whose 
tidily smoothed hair is adorned with a garland of vine- 
leaves, is a wondrous contrast to the meagre, excited, 
yet withal most earnest countenances of several of the 
other singers, and to the calm dignity of the musical 
director. 

Above the singers hang festooned insignia of the fes- 
tival, bound together with gay streamers and garlands, 
and slung from golden and richly wrought columns ; and 
on either hand of them presses on a group of Munich 
painters, wearing their gorgeous and whimsical array. 
Here is a gathering of slashed sleeves, glittering chival- 
rous armour, ermine-lined mantles and embroidered 
doublets. There behold the grave and noble costume of 
Albert Durer ; a workman from the Bronze Foundiy in 
his leathern apron ; and again slashed sleeves, garlanded 
brows, and caps of mediaeval cut. 
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Meanwhile, to the right of the bevy of fair damsels who 
are calmly binding their fresh garlands, and below the 
platform, an extraordinary war is being waged. Sir 
Fresco and Sir Oil — mad urchins upon hobby-horses 
—are tilting at each other ; their lances are mahl-sticks, 
their shields are palettes. Sir Fresco is unhorsing unlucky 
Sir Oil, whose mahl-stick is broken, and whose visor is 
being pierced by his antagonist's lance. The little Monk 
of Munich (Miinchen, the crest of the city taken from 
its name) is laughingly bending forward, about to crown 
the victor. 

The counterpart to this merry episode is a group of mad 
fools. 



When the delicious May had returned, and the whole 
land was once more redolent of spring, — when in early 
mornings the English Garden was filled with a very concert 
of eloquent blackbirds and thrushes, and in the balmy even- 
ings with soft strains of wind instruments floating through 
the freshly opened leaves and blossoms, Isabel and Anna 
said to each other, Now will we take a delicious holiday 
after the long days of winter industry ; now will we set 
forth for a whole week of happiness to the neighbourhood 
of Starnberg. Anna all day should sketch quaint and 
lovely bits of nature, and architecture, and weeds, and 
picturesque peasants, to her heart's content. Isabel should 
study her German among fresh leaves and flowers and 
beneath a cloudless azure sky, and gather up old melodies 
and songs to sing in her English home, with her sweet clear 
voice. Yes ! such a holiday should be enjoyed by them 
as never before had been enjoyed by any two female 
students ! 
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And later, too, on in the warm summer, they would pay 
that long talked-of, long dreamed-of visit to the kind 

Von s, in their beautiful, poetical home among the 

mountains ; and there Isabel, beside lore of German and 
mountain melodies, should gather up much knowledge in 
the stately kitchen from the sweet artist-sister, — the 
" Blush Rose," — as celebrated in the family circle for the 
mystic preparation of certain celestial viands as for her Art, 
— viands so lovely to the eye that all artist-souls mourn 
over their demolition. 

Anna said, "Thank God, at last my soul will steep 
itself in the deep joy of those Alpine peaks, — of those 
clear, deep, green Alpine waters, of those rare and gorgeous 
Alpine flowers !" Anna already felt her spirit " seated 
upon an Alp as on a throne." 

But, although May was come, the Great Painter was 
still in Munich, and at his studio, and would not yet, for 
several weeks, depart on his usual summer journey ; and 
so long as he, the Priest of the Art-Temple, remained, the 
" Art- Student" would remain also, a faithful recipient of 
the food of knowledge which his gracious words scattered 
around him. Thus Anna always said, " When the Great 
Painter is gone, — then will we take our holiday, then will we 

go and see and and 's studios ; then will 

we go really to Nymphenburg, walk in the stately gardens, 
and see the far-famed fountains play ; then will we visit 
the decaying palace of Schleissheim, and discover in its 
gallery Wilkie's " Opening of the Will ;" then of a truth 
will we have a long day's enjoyment at the much-vaunted 
Menterschwaig ; then will we witness the arrival of a pil- 
grimage up among the woods at the chapel of Maria- 
Eich ; then will we inspect a great Brewery ; then will we 
fairly exhaust the "lions" of Munich. 
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But all must remain unseen, unenjoyed, till after the 
departure of the Great Painter ; — to desert the studio until 
then could not be thought of. 

But letters arrived for Anna, which suddenly put to 
flight all these day-dreams. 

Various of her beloved ones from the dear old home in 
England were setting forth upon a long voyage; they 
were setting forth to Australia for a season. When Anna 
read these letters the words swam before her eyes ; she 
was like one in an astounding dream. She rejoiced with 
a great joy that her beloved ones should visit this mar- 
vellous Australia, should experience the poetry of a great 
voyage and of a new land ; but the Alps, the glories of 
German Art, the beauty of her own and of Isabel's calm life, 
seemed to fade before her. An immense yearning after 
the beloved departing ones filled her soul, and nothing but 
setting forth immediately for England could satisfy her 
or calm her. 

Then came a strange time of adieus, and of packing up 
clothes, books, and drawings in all haste. Then came the 
last hour in the beloved old studio, — the last hour in the 
dismantled sitting-room of the dear little home, with 
Isabel declaring that when Anna was gone, and had 
carried off her drawings and prints from the walls, all 
would look so changed that she could not endure to 
remain in the same house, although it was with the good 
old Werffs. And at last came the final moment at the 
railway, when Anna, seated in the corner of a carriage, 
waved her hand to dear Isabel, as she stood beside Frau- 
lein Sanchen, who was crying into her big white pocket- 
handkerchief, and to various friends come to bid a last 
adieu. 

And then the steam-whistle shrieked through the air. 
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and away dashed the train. Yet, as hour after hour 
removed the Art-Student from the beautiful little Art-city 
of Munich, only the more noble did the Art there and 
the artist-life rise up before her, as if transfigured in her 
soul. 



THE END. 
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from the method in which the subject is treated it is as interesting as a gollection of scenes of 
society." Britannia. 
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NEW WO&KS and NEW EDITI0N8 



HARRY H1E0VER.— THE STUD, FOR PRACTICAL PUR- 

POSKS AND PRACTICAL MENt being a Guide to the Cboire of a Hone for use more 
than for show. By Harry Hieorer. With 2 Plates, one representing ^ P**t*9 Kovd sort for 
mott purposes t the other, Rmptker a bad sort Jor anp purpose, reap. 8ro. as. half-bouud. 

HARRY HIEOVER.— THE POCKET AND THE STUD; 

Or, Practical Hints on the Management of the Stable. By Harry Hieorer. With a 
Portrait of the Author on hit favourite Hone Harlequin. Second Edition. Foolscap Sro. is. 
half-bound. 

HARRY HIEOVER.— STABLE TALK AND TABLE TALK; 

Or, SPECTACLES for YOUNG SPORTSMEN. By Harry Hieorer. New Edition. Srols. 
8ro. with Portrait, 24s. cloth. 

HAWKER.— INSTRUCTIONS TO YOUNG SPORTSMEN 

In all that relate* to Guns and Shooting. By Lieut. Col. P. Hawker. 9th edition, corrected, 
enlarged, and improved ; with Eighty-fire Plates and Woodcuts, by Adlard and Brauston, 
from Drawings by C . Varley , Dickes, etc. Sro. 2U. cloth. 

HAYDN'S BOOK OF DIGNITIES: 

Containing Rolls of the Offit ial Personages of the British Empire, Ciril, Ecclesiastical, 
Judicial, Military, Naval, and Municipal, from the Earliest Periods to the Present Time : 
compiled chiefly from the Records of the Public Offices. Together with the Sovereign a of 
Europe, from the Foundation of their respective States ; the Peerage of England and of 
Great Britain | and numerous other Lists. Being a New Edition, improved and continued, 
of BKATSON'8 POLITICAL INDEX. By Joseph Haydn, Compiler of The Dictionary 
of Dates, and other Works. Sro. i&s. half-bound. 

SIR JOHN HERSCHEL.— OUTLINES OF ASTRONOMY. 

By Sir John F. W. Herschel, Bart. etc. New Edition j with Plates and Engravings on Wood. 
8vo.l8». cloth. 

HINTS ON ETIQUETTE AND THE USAGES OF SOCIETY: 

With a Glance at Bad Habits. By \yooy6q. " Manners make the Man." New Edition, 
rerised (with Additions) by a Lady of Rank. Foolscap Sro. 2*. W. cloth. 

HOLLAND.— MEMOIRS OF THE WHIG PARTY DURING MY 

TIME. By Henry Richard Lord Holland. Edited by his Son, Henry Edward Lord Holland. 
Vol. I. post 8ro. 9i.6d. cloth. 

LORD HOLLAND'S FOREIGN REMINISCENCES.— FOREIGN 

REMINISCENCES. By Henry Richard Lord Holland. Comprising Anecdotes, and an 
Account of such Persons and Political Intrigues in Foreign Countries as hare fallen 
within his Lordship's Observation. Edited by his Son, Henry Edward Loid Holland. 
With Fac-simile. Second Edition. Post ttro. 10s. W. cloth. 



HOLLAND.— CHAPTERS ON MENTAL PHYSIOLOGY. 

By Henry Holland. M.D., F.R.S. ; Physician Extraordinary to the Queen ; and Physician in 
Ordinary to His Royal Highness Prince Albert. Founded chiefly on Chapters contained in 
Medical Notei and Refections, by the same Author. 8ro. price 10#. 6d. cloth. 

HOOK.— THE LAST DAYS OF OUR LORD'S MINISTRY ; 

A Course of Lectures on the principal Events of Passion Week. By Walter Farquhar 
Hook, D.D., Chaplain in Ordinary to the Queen. New Edition. Foolscap 8ro. fit. cloth. 

HOOKER.—KEW GARDENS: 

Or a Popular Guide to the Royal Botanic Gardens of Kew. By Sir William Jackson Hooker, 
K.H. D.C.L. F.R.A. & L.S. etc. etc. Director. New Edition { with numerous Wood- 
Engravings. 16mo. price Sixpence. 
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HOOKER AND ARNOTT.— THE BRITISH FLORA; 

Comprising the Phstnogamous or Flowering Plants, and the Ferns. The Sixth Edition 
with Additions and Corrections, and numerous Figures, illustrative of the Umbelliferous 
Plants, the Composite Plants, the Grasses, and the Ferns. By Sir W.J. Hooker, F.R.A. 
and L.S.etc, and G. A. Walker Arnott, LL.D. 12mo. with 12 Plates, 14*. cloth; or with 
the Plates coloured, price 21*. 



HORNE.— AN INTRODUCTION TO THE CRITICAL STUDY 

AND KNOWLEDGE OF THE HOLY SCRIPTURES. By the Rev. Thomas HartweU 
Home, B.D. of St. John's College, Cambridge. New Edition, revised and corrected j with 
Maps and Fac-f imlles. 5 vols. 8vo. 3/. 3*. cloth i or 67. bound in calf. 



HORNE.— A COMPENDIOUS INTRODUCTION TO THE 

STUDY OF THE BIBLE. By the Rev. Thomas HartweU Home, B.D. of St. John's 
College, Cambridge. Being au Analysis of bis Introduction to the Critical Study and 
Knowledge of the Holy Scripture*. New Edition. l2mo. with Maps and Engravings on 
Wood, 9$. cloth. 

HOWITT.— THE CHILDREN'S YEAR. 

By Mary Howltt. With Four Illustrations, engraved by John Absolon, from Original 
Designs by Anna Mary Howltt. Square 16mo . 6> . cloth. 

WILLIAM HOWITT'S BOY'S COUNTRY BOOK ; 

Being the real Life of a Country Boy, written by Himself: Exhibiting all the Amusements. 
Pleasures, and Pursuits of Children in the Country. New Edition. Fcap. 8vo. with 40 
Woodcuts, 6$. cloth. 

HOWITT.— VISITS TO REMARKABLE PLACES; 

Old Halls, Battle-Fields, and Scenes illustrative of Striking Passages In English History and 
Poetry. By William Howltt. New Edition j with 40 Woodcuts. Medium fro. 21«. cloth. 

SECOND SERIES, chiefly in the Counties of DURHAM and NORTHUMBERLAND, with a 
Stroll along the BORDER. With upwards of 40 highly-finished Woodcuts, from Drawings 
made on the spot. Medium 8vo. Sit. cloth. 

HOWITT.— THE RURAL LIFE OF ENGLAND. 

By William Howltt. New Edition, corrected and revised. With Engravings on Wood by 
Bewick and Williams {-uniform with Flritt to Remarkable Places. Medium 8vo. 21s. cloth. 

HUDSON.— THE EXECUTOR'S GUIDE. 

ByJ.C. Hudson, Esq., late of the Legacy Duty Office, London j Author of Plain Di recti out 
for Making H/itti. New Edition. Foolscap 8vo.5«. cloth. 

HUDSON.— PLAIN DIRECTIONS FOR MAKING WILLS 

In conformity with the Law: with a clear Exposition of the Law relating to the Distribution 
of Personal Estate in thecase of Intestacy, two Forms of Wills, and much useful Information 
etc. By J. C. Hudson,Esq. New Edition, corrected. Fcap. 8vo. 2*.6*T. cloth. 

*,* The above Two Works may be kad in One Volume, price 7$. cloth. 

HUGHES (E.)— A NEW SCHOOL ATLAS OF PHYSICAL, 

POLITICAL, AND COMMERCIAL GEOGRAPHY. By Edward Hughes, F.R.G S., Head 
Master of the Roval Naval Lower School, Greenwich Hospital. Containing Seventeen 
coloured Maps, with a descriptive Letterpress. The Maps engraved on Steel by E. Weller. 
F.R.G.S. Royal 8vo. price lb. 6«T. half-bound. 



HUGHES (W.)— A MANUAL OF MATHEMATICAL GEOGRA- 

PHY: comprehending an Inquiry into the Construction of Maps % with Rules for the 
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Formation of Map Projections. By William Hughes, F.R.G .S. late Professor of Geography in 
the College for Civil Engineers. Second Edition > with 6 Plates. Fcap. 8vo. price At. 6d.. 
cloth. ^ r 
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HUMBOLDTS ASPECTS OF NATURE, 

la Different Leads and Different CUmates. with Scieatiac Elucidations. Translated, with the 
Author's s a e rrhm aad te optrsiiosy, aad aft has espatss desire, by Mrs. 
as. dash: or ia 3 vela. Sc UL each cloth; 2s. *d. aack i 



HUMBOLDT'S COSMOS; 

Or. a Sketch of a Physical Descriptioa of the Uahrerse.' Translated, with the Aathor*a 
aaacdoa aad co-aaeradoa, by Mrs. Sabiae. New Edition. Vol.. I. aad 11. 16mo *». 6a*. 
aack clock ; is. id. each sewed: or ia poet 8ro. pdre 11*. each. Vol 111. peat Svo. \i». 6a*. 
cloth: ar ia lomo. Part 1. 2s. M. tewed, 3*. 6d. cloth ; aad Part II. 3*. sewed, 4s. cloth. 



HUMPHREYS.— SENTIMENTS AND SIMILES OF SHAKS- n 

PKARK: with aa elaborately illamiaated Boeder la the characteristic Style of the I 
Elizabethan Period, and other Embellishments ; boand ia very authe carred aad pierced | 
coven, coatalaiaf ia deep relief a medallion Head aad Cypher. The lllamiaatJoas aad I 
Oraameata designed aad executed by Heary Noel Humphreys. Sqaare post 8vo. price Oae 
Guinea. 

MRS. JAMESONS LEGENDS OF THE MONASTIC ORDERS 

As rcpreaaatad ia the Fiae Arts. Containing St. Beaedict sud the early Benedictines ia 
Italy, France, Spain, and Flanders, the Benedictines ia F.nciand aad in Germany; the 
Reformed Benedictines; early Royal Saints connected with the Benrdictioe Order; the 
Augiistines; Orders derived from the Augustine Rnle ; the Mendicant Orders , the Jesuits ; 
and the Order of the Visitatioo of St. Mary. Forming; the Secoxo Saaias of Smered mnd 
Lerendmrp A rt. tteceae Edition, corrected sad ealacged ; with 11 Etchiags by the 
aad oti Woodcuts. Sqaare crowa Sro. 28*. cloth. 



MRS. JAMESON'S SACRED AND LEGENDARY ART; 

Or, Legeads of the Saints and Martyrs. Fibst Saaias. Containing, Legends of the 
Angels and Archangels* the Evangelists aad Apostles; the Greek sad Latin Fathers ; the 
Magdalene; the Patron Saints; the Virgia Patronesses; the Martyrs; the Bishops ; the 
Hermits ; aad the Warrior-Saints of Chri ste ndom. Secoad KeirJoa, with nameroas Wood- 
cuts, sad 16 Etchings by the Author. Sqaare crowa Sro. 28*. cloth. 

MRS. JAMESONS LEGENDS OF THE MADONNA, 

As represented la the Fine Arts. Forming the Thud mnd euncludimr Series of Smered 
mmd Legendary A rt. With 45 Drawings by the Author : 162 Wood Engravings. Sqaare 
8to. price 28*. cloth. 

LORD JEFFREY'S CONTRIBUTIONS TO THE EDINBURGH 



REVIEW. A New Edition, complete ia One Volume, aaiform with Mr Macaulay's Essays, 
and Sir James Mackintosh'* aad the Rev. Sydney Smith's Works: with a Portrait engraved! 
by Heary Ransaaoa, aad a Vignette View of Craigcrook, engraved by J. Coesea. Square 
crowa 8vo. [Kemrlp remit . 

%• Also, Ike Second Edition, in 3 no/*. Sne. price 42*. clot*. 

BISHOP JEREMY TAYLOR'S ENTIRE WORKS: 

With the Life by Bishop Heber. Revised aad corrected by the Rev. Charles Page Kden, 
Fellow of Oriel College, Oxford, la Tea Volumes. Vols. II. to X. 8vo. price Half a- 
Guinea each. 

*.* The First Folmme comprising Bishop Hcher's Life of Jeremy Tmplor, extended op the 
Editor, ionemrlp remdp for publication. 

READINGS FOR EVERY DAY IN LENT. 

Compiled from the Writings of Bishop Jeremy Taylor. By the Author, of Autg Herbert, 
The Child's First BUtorp of Rome, etc. Fcap. Sro. at. cloth. 

JOHNSTON.— A NEW DICTIONARY OF GEOGRAPHY, 

Descriptive, Physical. Btarlsrknl. aad Historical i Forming a complete General G a mm er 
ef the World. By Alexander Kehh Johnston. F.KJ5.B. F.R G-8 F.GJR.; Gc i aiaphn at 
>le1a*urghtaOr4nnry toHerst.je.tv. la Oae Volume f a rm ing aearty aM» V am rt of 
"** 8vo. 9ft*. dotk | or stroagly half- bound ia russia, price 41s. 
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KEMBLE.— THE SAXONS IN 'ENGLAND: 

A History of the English Commonwealth till the period of the Norman Conquest. By John 
Mitchell Kemble, M.A., F.C.P.S., etc. 2 vols. 9vo. 28*. cloth. 

KIPPIS.— A COLLECTION OF HYMNS AND PSALMS FOR 

PUBLIC AND PRIVATE WORSHIP, Selected and Prepared by Andrew Kippis. D.D., 
F.R.S., Abraham Uees, D.D., F R.S., the Rev. Thomaa Jervti, and the Rev. Thomas 
Morgan, LL.D. New Editlou i including a New Supplement by the Rer. Edmund Kell, 
M.A. 18mo. 4j. cloth ; or 4$. 64. bound iu roan. The SUPPLEMENT separately, price 8rf. 

KIRBY AND SPENCE.— AN INTRODUCTION TO ENTO- 

MOLOGY; or, Elements of the Natural History of Insects: comprising an account of 
noxious and useful Insects, of their Metamorphoses, Food, Stratagems, Habitations^ 
Societies, Motions, Noises, Hybernation, Instinct, etc. By W. Kirby, M.A. F.R.S. Ac L.S. 
and W. Spence, Esq., FJLS.& L.S. New Edition, enlarged. 2 vols. 8vo. 31*. od. cloth. 

L. E. L— THE POETICAL WORKS OF LETITIA ELIZABETH 

LAN DON: Comprising the IMPROVISATRICE, the VENETIAN BRACELET, the 
GOLDEN VIOLET, the TROUBADOUR, and other Poetical Remains. New Edition, 
with 3 Vignettes by Richard Doyle. 2 vols. 16mo. 10*. cloth.; morocco, 21*. 

LAING.— OBSERVATIONS ON THE SOCIAL AND POLITICAL 

STATE OF DENMARK AND THE DUCHIES OF SLESW1CK AND HOLSTEIN, 
in 1861 1 Being the Third Series of Notes of a Traveller. By Samuel Laing, Esq. With a 
Plan of the Battle of ldstedt. 8vo. price 12*. cloth. 

LAING.— OBSERVATIONS ON THE SOCIAL AND POLI- 
TICAL STATKOF THE EUROPEAN PEOPLE IN 1848 AND 1S49. Being the Second 
Series of Notes of a Traveller. By Samuel Laing, Esq. 8vo. lit. cloth* 

LANG. — FREEDOM AND INDEPENDENCE FOR THE 

GOLDEN LANDS OF AUSTRALIA ; the Right of the Colonies, and the Interest of Britain 
and of the World. By John Dunmore Lang, M. A., D.D. With a coloured Map. Post 8vo. 
price 7e. 6d. cloth. 

LANG.— AN HISTORICAL AND STATISTICAL ACCOUNT 

OF NEW SOUTH WALES ; Including a Visit to the Gold Regions, and a Description of 
the Mines; with an Estimate of the probable Results ot the Great Discovery. By John 
Dunmore Lang, M. A., D.D. Third Edition (three-fourths entirely new) , bringing down the 
History of the Colony to July 1, 1852 ; with a large coloured Map. 2 to Is. post 8to . price 
21*. cloth. 

LARDNER. —THE GREAT EXHIBITION AND LONDON IN 

1851. Reviewed br Dr. Lardner, Michel Chevalier, John Lemoinne, and Hector Berlioz. 
With Wood Engravings. Crown 8vo. price 14*. cloth. 

LATHAM.— ON DISEASES OF THE HEART. 

Lectures on Subjects connected with Clinical Medicine t Diseases of the Heart. By P. M. 
Latham, M.D., Physician Extraordinary to the Queen. New Edition. 2 vols. 12mo. 16*. cloth. 

DR. FALCK LEBAHN.— GOETHE'S FAUST. 

With copious English Notes, Grammatical, Philological, and Exeg«ttcal, for advanced 
Students of the German Language. By Felck Lebahn, Ph.D., Professor of the German 
Language ; Author of Practice in German, etc. 8n>. price 15*. cloth. 

LEE.— ELEMENTS OF NATURAL HISTORY; OR, FIRST 

PRINCIPLES OF ZOOLOGY: Comprising the Principles of Classification, interspersed 
with amusing and Instructive Account* of the most remarkable Animals. By Mts. R. Lee. 
Mew Edition, enlarged ; with many additional Woodcuts. Foolscap Sro. 7# • od. doth. 
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LETTERS ON HAPPINESS, ADDRESSED TO A FRIEND. 

By the Author oLLttten f My Unknown Fviewd*. Foolscap 9ro, 6*. cloth. 

LETTERS TO MY UNKNOWN FRIENDS. 

By a Lady. Third Edition. Foolscap 8vo.6«. cloth. 

LINDLEY.— AN INTRODUCTION TO BOTANY. 

By Prof. J. Undley, Ph.D.. F.R.S. L.S. etc. New Edition, with Corrections and numerous 
Additions. 3 vols. 8vo. with Six Plates and numerous Woodcuts, 34*. cloth. 

LINWOOD (W.)— ANTHOLOGIA OXONTENSIS; 

Sire, Florilegium e lusibus poeticis diversorum Oxonleosium Onscls et Latinisdeeerptum. 
Curante Gulielmo Linwood, M.A. JEdis Christl Alumm*. 8vo. 14*. cloth. 

LITTON.— THE CHURCH OF CHRIST, 

In its Idea, Attributes, and Ministry: with a particular reference to the Controversy on 
the Subject between Romanists and Protestants. By the Rev. Edward Arthur Litton. M.A.. 
Vice-Principal of St. Edmund Hall, Oxford. 8vo . IBs. doth. 

LORIMER.— LETTERS TO A YOUNG MASTER MARINER 

On some Subjects connected with his Calling. By the late Charles Lorimer. A New Edi- 
tion. Foolscap 8vo. is. 64. cloth, 

LOUDON.— THE AMATEUR GARDENER'S CALENDAR: 

Being a Monthly Guide, as to what should be avoided as well as what should be done in a 
Garden in each Month : with plain Rules how to do what is requisite ; Directions for laying 
out and planting Kitchen and Flower Gardens, Pleasure Grounds, and Shrubberies; and a 
short account, in each Month, of the Quadrupeds, Birds, and Insects,then most Injurious to 
Gardens. By Mrs. Loudon, l&zno. with numerous Wood Engravings, 7«. 6s?. cloth. _ 

LOUDON— THE LADY'S COUNTRY COMPANION; 

Or, How to Enjoy a Country Life Rationally. By Mrs. Loudon, author of "Gardening for 
» Ladies," etc. Fourth Edition. Foolscap 8vo., with Plate and Woodcuts, St. cloth. 



LOUDON'S SELF-INSTRUCTION FOR YOUNG GARDENERS, 

Foresters. Bailiffs, Land Stewards, and Farmers; in Arithmetic, Book-keeping, Geo. 
metry, Mensuration, Practical Trigonometry, Mechanics, Land-Surveying, Levelling, 
Planning and Mapping, Architectural Drawing, and Isometrics! Projection and Perspective ; 
with Examples shewing their applications to Horticultural and Agricultural Purposes. 



LOUDON'S ENCYCLOPEDIA OF TREES AND SHRUBS: 

Being the Arboretum et Frutieetum Britmnnlcum abridged : containing the Hardy Trees 
and Shrubs of Great Britain, Native and Foreign, scientifically and popularly described: 
with their Propagation, Culture, and Uses in the Arts. 8vo. with 3,000 Woodcuts, price 
50*. cloth. 

LOUDON'S ENCYCLOPEDIA OF GARDENING: 

Comprising the Theory and Practice of Horticulture, Floriculture, Arboriculture, and 
Landscape Gardening : including all the latest Improvements ; a General History of Garden- 
ing in all Countries; and a Statistical View of its Present State ; with Suggestions fox its 
Future Progress in the Biitish Isles. With many hundred Engravings on Wood. New 
Edition, corrected and improved by Mrs. Loudon. 8vo. 60*. cloth. 

LOUDONS ENCYCLOPEDIA OF AGRICULTURE: 

Comprising the Theory and Practice of the Valuation, Transfer, Laying-out, Improvement, 
and Management of Landed Property, and of the cultivation and economy of the Animaland 
Vegetable Productions of Agriculture, including all the latest improvements. «ftn 
Edition ; with upwards of 1,100 Engravings on Wood. Svo. 21. 10*. doth. 
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1 LOUDON'S ENCYCLOMDIA OF PLANTS* 

Including all'tue Plant* which imovfiaMl in, o* have beeniuuoducudl nto, Great Britain, 
riving their Natural History, accompanied by such Descriptions, Engraved Figures, and 
Elementary Details, aa may enable a beginner, who Is a mere English reader, to discover the 
name of every Plant which he map and in flower, and aeouira all the information respecting 



it which is useful and intevasttofji New Edition} coavneteeVthroafhout and brought d 
to the year 1863, by Mrs. Loudon. [/avlaw 
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: LOUDON'S ENCYCLOPAEDIA OF COTTAGE, FARM, AND 

TILLA ARCHITECTURE and FURNITURE*. Containing Designs fbr Cottages, Villas, 
Farm I l one an y F arm alien, Country* tana* Pubilo H-oases, Psrroch^ Schools* etc. i witk»the 
requisite Mttfaga. 



■••a, Famstre*, asm Pursatove. and apprormHatw C4ees,4Serden«H aadtOsrden 
8ceneryt each Design accompanied by Analytical and Critical Remarks. New Edition, 
edited by Mrs. Loudon. 8ro. with 2,000 Woodcuts, 6S«. cloth. 

LOUD01TS HGRTUS BRITANNICUS; 

Or, Catalogue of all the Plants Indigenous to, cultivated in, or Introduced into Britain. An 
entirely New Edition corrected throughout t with a Supplement, including all the New 
Plant* down to March, 1860 j and a New General Indear to the whole Work. EdUaxLay Mrs. 
Loudon i assisted by W. U. Baaterwnw David Wooster. 8vo. Sin 6A cloth. 

Th>> SUPPLEMENT sapasassl; , prion 14s. eloth. 



LOW.— ELEMENTS OF PRACTICAL AGRICULTURE: 

Comprehending the Cultivation of Plants, the Husbandry of the Domestic Animale, and the 
Economy, of the law. By David Low* Be*. F.R.S.R; New Edition* with 28* Woodcuts, 
8vw.SU.. cloth. 

MACAULAY.— THE HISTORY OF ENGLAND, 

KrovtbeAoreaelowof JamawB. By-Taemaa Babliartoa Maevolay. Sfcw Edition.. Vole.L 
and II. 8*0.321. cloth. 

MR. MACAULATS CRITICAL AND HISTORICAL ESSAYS 

CONH?W*n«D TO TOsWRnMWaUftVGH REVIEW. Three Editions, aa fallows*- 

1. LIBRARY EDITION (the Seventh), in 3 vols.8vo. price 36*. cloth, 

2. Complete in- ONE VOLUME, with* Portrait and Vignette. Sqnase crown 8ro% price 

21e; cloth | or 38k. handunmely bound in calf, by Hayday. 

S. A NEW EDITION, in 3 vola. feap. 8H»; price 21*. cloth. 

MACAULAY.— LAYS OF ANCIENT ROME, 

IVR-Y and TaW AIIMADW. Br Thomas BhbingtM MaeaaUy. New Balden, ltmo. 
4t. 6a*. elotlst m»rocoa r 10»,M.<ioawd ay Hmpdmg.) 



MR. MACAULATS LAYS OF ANCIENT ROME. 

With Dumerow»IUna<vadona,C^ajiaal and from the Antique, drawn- osvWowd by George 
Scharf, jun. and engraved by Samuel Williams. New Edition. Fcap. 4to. 21«. boards ; 
or 42s. bound in morocco, by Hayday. 

MACDONALD^-TILLA VEROCCHIO; OR, THE YOUTH OF 

LEONABOO D*V VINCli. a Tale, By the lata- Diana- Louis* Maedonald, Fcap. 8ro. 
fti. cloth. 

MACKINTOSH'S". (SIR JAMES) MISCELLANEOUS WORKS: 

lnelndtnf Ma Contributions to The EDINBURGH REVIEW. A New Edition, complete 
In «>ne Volumes wtthr Pbstswit- and Wnettev Square csvwaSvo. 21s. > dotrh|. or JJBn calf 
brHwyway. 
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M'LEOD AND WELLER'S SACRED ATLAS.— AN ATLAS OF 

SCRIPTURE GEOGRAPHY. Adapted for the use of Training Colleges, Pupil Teachers, 
and the Upper Clauses- in Elementary Schools* Comprising Fifteen coloured Maps, sad a 
Section, engraved on Ten Plates, with- Illustrative Letterpress, by Walter MXeod, 
F.RG.S., Haad Maater of the Model School, and Master of Method iu the Royal Military 
Asylum, Chelsea, The Mans compiled, and engraved by Edward Weller, F.R.O.8. Eoyal 
8vo. price 7«. " 
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M'CULLO€H.-A DICTIONARY, GEOGRAPHICAL, STATIS- 
TICAL, AND HISTORICAL, o£ the various Countries, Blaes*,.aud Principal Natural 
Objeets in the World. By J. R". MTulloch, Kiq. Illustrated with Six large Map*. New 
Edition, with a Supplement, comprising the Population of Great Britain from the Census of 
1851. 2rols.8vo. 63s. doth.— The SUPPLEMENT separately, price a*. 64. 

M'CULLOCH.-A DICTIONARY, PRACTICAL, THEORETI- 
CAL, AND ffl9TO«TCAL, OF COMMERCE, AND COMMERCIAL NAVIGATION. 
Illustrated with Maps and Plans. Bjr J. R. M'Culloch, Esq. A New Edition, corrected, 
enlarged, and improved: Including a New Supplement. 8ro. 60s. cloth; or 66*. stronglj 
half-bound in russia.— The SUrYLEMENT teparateir, pike 4a, M . 



WOTLLOCH.— AN ACCOUNT; DESCRIPTIVE, AND STATIS- 
TICAL, of the BR4TI8H,EMPLR*« eavbibroas; it»^•n^ Pbyaical Capacities, Population, 
Industry, and Civil and Religious Institutions. By J. R. MfCollooh, Esqy M Edition, 
corrected, enlarged, and greatly improved. 2 vols. 8vo. 42s. cloth. 



MK3ULLOCHL— A TREATISE ON THE PRINCIPLES AND 

PRACTICAL INFLUENCE OF TAXATION- AND THE FUNDING SYSTEM. Br J. R. 
M'Culloch, &B*b Second Edition, corrected, enlarged, and imnrovaik 8vo. lflev cloth. 

M'CULLOCH.— A TREATISE ON THE CIRCUMSTANCES 

WHICH DETERMINE THE. RATS' OF- WAGES- AN* TUB CONDITION C*> THE 
LABOUJMKti- CLASSES^ By J.B. M'CuUMhyEsq* Poap. ftrov Ss.M. clotsu 



MAITLAND.— THE CHURCH IN THE CATACOTSEBS? 

A Description of the Primitive Church of Rome, Illustrated by its Sepulchral Remains. 
By Charles Maitland. New Edition, revised; with numerous Woodcuts, ttvo. 14*. cloth. 

MRS! MARCETS CONVERSATIONS ON CHEMlSTRTt 

I a which to* Elementsof that Science am. famillariyExplaioediand lUuntilisV byBjceeri- 
ments. New Edition, corrected, a vola^foolscay #vo* lee. -doth. 



MRS. MARCET'S CONVERSATIONS ON POUTKAL 

ECONOMY: In which the Elements of that Science are familiarly explained. New 
Edition, revised, and enlarged. Foulscap 8ro.Ts.6d. cloth. 

MRS. MARCET'S CONVERSATIONS ON NATURAL PHILO- 

SOPHY; lu which the Elements of that Science are familiarly explained, and adapted to 
the comprehension of Young Persona. Hew Edition, greatly- impjrovedi Feapt 8ro. with 
23 Plates, 10*. M. cloth. 



!MRS. MARCET'S CONVERSATIONS ON "VEGETABLE 

PHYSIOLOGY: comprehending the Elements of Botany, with their Application to 
Agriculture. New Edition. Foolscap 8vo.with Four Plates* 9*> cloth. 



MRS. MARCETS CONVERSATIONS ON LAND' AND WATER. 

New Edition, revised and corrected/. Foolscap 8vo. with coloured Map' shewing the 
comparative Altitude of Mountains, fit. 6«f. cloth. t 

MARIOTTI.-FRA DOLCTNO AND HIS TTMESh. 

Being an Account of a General Strugglefor Boeleeiaetieal Reform, and of aw Anti»HeMtlcal 
Crusade in Italy, in the early part of the Fourteenth Century. By L. MarioMi, Author of 
Italy, Past and Present, etc. PostSvo. price lOi. Cd. cloth. 
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20 NEW WORKS akd NEW EDITION8 

MARTINEAU.— CHURCH HISTORY IN ENGLAND, 

From the Earliest Timet to the Period of the Reformation. By the Rev. Arthur Martiaeau. 
£„ M.A., late Fellow of Trinity College, Cambridge. 12mo. [/» tk* pre*. 

MAUNDER'S SCIENTIFIC' AND LITERARY TREASURY: 

A New and Popular Encyclopedia of 8cienee and the belief Lettreei including all 
fc Branches of Science, and every subject connected with Liter a tore and Art. Hew 
Edition. Peap. 8vo. 10*. cloth j hound in roan, 12*. j calf lettered, 12*. 6rf. 

MAUNDER'S HISTORICAL TREASURY; 

Comprising a General Introductory Outline of Universal History, Ancient and Modern, and 
a Series of separate Histories of every principal Nation that exists ; developing their Rise. 
Progress, and Present Condition, the Moral and Social Character of their respective 
inhabitants, their Religion, Manners, and Customs, etc. An entirely New Edition ; re- 
vised throughout, and brought down to the Present Time. Foolscap 8vo. 10s. cloth* bound 
In roan, 12s.) calf lettered, lit. oat. 

MAUNDER'S TREASURY OF NATURAL HISTORY; 

Or, a Popular Dictionary of Animated Nature i In which the Zoological Characteristics that 
distinguish the different Classes, Genera, and Species are combined with a variety of interest- 
ing Information illustrative of the Habits. Instincts, and General Economy of the Animal 
Kingdom. Embellished with 900 Engravings on Wood. New .Edition. Fcap. 8vc. 10*. 
cloth j bound in roan, 12s. j calf lettered, 12s. SsT. 

MAUNDER'S TREASURY OF KNOWLEDGE, 

And LIBRARY of REFERENCE t Comprising an English Dictionary and Grammar, an 
Universal Gssetteer, a Classical Dictionary, a Chronology, a Law Dictionary, a Synopsis of 
the Peerage, numerous useful Tables, etc. The Twentieth Edition (18531. carefully re- 
vised and corrected throughout, with some Additions. Foolscap 8vo. 10s. doth ; bound in 
roan, 12s. ; calf lettered, 12*. W. 

MAUNDER'S BIOGRAPHICAL TREASURY: 

Consisting of Memoirs, Sketches, and brief Notices of above 12,000 Eminent Persons of all 
Ages and Nations, from the Earliest Period of History; forming a new and complete Dic- 
tionary of Universal Biography. A New and carefully revised Edition; corrected through- 
out, and extended by the introduction of numerous additional Lives. Foolscap 8vo. JO*, 
cloth ) bound in roan, 12s.; calf lettered, 12s. 6*T. 

MERIVALE.— A HISTORY OF THE ROMANS UNDER THE 

EMPIRE. By the Rev. Charles Merivale, late Fellow of St. John's College, Cambridge. 
Vols. 1. and II. 8vo. 28s. cloth. Vol. III. completing the History ,to the Establishment of 
\ the Monarchy by Augustus. 8vo. 14s. cloth. 



MERIVALE.— THE FALL OF THE ROMAN REPUBLIC: 

A Short History of the last Century of the Commonwealth. 
B.D ., late Fellow of St. John's College, Cambridge. 12mo. 



A Short History of the last Century of the Commonwealth. By the Rev. Charles Merivale, 



MILNER.— THE HISTORY OF THE CHURCH OF CHRIST. 

By the late Rev. Joseph Milner, A.M., With additions by the late Rev. Isaac Milner, 
D.D. FR.S. A New Edition, revised, with additional Notes by the Rev. Thomas 
Grantham, B.D. 4 vols. 8vo . price 52s. cloth. 

MONTGOMERY.— ORIGINAL HYMNS FOR PUBLIC, SOCIAL, 

AND PRIVATE DEVOTION. By James Montgomery. 18mo. price 5*. 64 cloth. 

JAMES MONTGOMERY'S POETICAL WORKS. 

With some additional Poems, and the Author's Autobiographical Prefaces. A New Edition, 
complete in One Volume; with Portrait and Vignette. Square crown 8vo. 10s. 6st. cloth ; 
morocco, 21s.— Or in 4 vols, foolscap 8vo. with Portrait, and Seven other Plates, 30*. 
cloth ; bound In morocco, II. 16s. 
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MOORE.— HEALTH, DISEASE, AND REMEDY, 

Familiarly and Practically considered i 
Moor*, M.D. Pott 8vo. 7*. M. clotk. 



Familiarly and Practically considered in a few of their Relations to the Blood. Br George 
M.D. " ----- 



MOORE.— THE POWER OF THE SOUL OVER THE BODY. 

Considered in relation to Health and Morals. By George Moore, M.D. Member of the 
Royal College of Physicians, etc. Fifth Edition. Fcap.Svo. 6*. cloth. 

MOORE.— THE USE OF THE BODY IN RELATION TO THE 

_ MIND. By. George Moore, M.D. Third Edition. Fcap. 8vo. fc.cloth. 

MOORE.— MAN AND HIS MOTIVES. 

By Georg« Moore, M.D. Third Edition. Fcap.8ro.6t. cloth. 

MOORE.— MEMOIRS, JOURNAL, AND CORRESPONDENCE 

OF THOMAS MOORE. Edited by the Right Hon. Lord John Russell. With Portraits 
and Vignette Illustrations. Vols. I. and II. post 8vo. price 21*. cloth. 

THE THIRD AND FOURTH VOLUMES OF MOORE'S SERMONS, JOURNAL, AND 
CORRESPONDENCE, with Portraits of Sir John Stevenson and Samuel Rogers, Esq. i 
and Vignettes, by T. Creswick, R.A., of the Meeting of the Waters, and Moore's Residence 
at Mayaeld. Vols. III. and IV. post8ro. price Sit. cloth. 

MOORE'S POETICAL WORKS: 

Containing the Author's recent Introduction and Notes. Complete In One Volume, uniform 
with Lord Byron's and Southey's Poems. With Portrait and View of Sloperton Cottage, 
Chippenham. Medium Svo. If. 1*. cloth ; or 42*. bound in morocco, by Hayday. 

%• Also a New and Cheaper Issue of the First collected Edition of the above, in 10 vols, 
foolscap 8vo.with Portrait, and 19 Plates, price 85s. cloth. 

THOMAS MOORE'S SONGS, BALLADS, AND SACRED SONGS. 

First collected Edition, with Vignette by Richard Doyle. 16mo. 6a. cloth; or IS*. M. 
bound in smooth morocco, by Hayday. 

MOORE'S IRISH MELODIES. 

New Edition. With the Autobiographical Preface from the Collective Edition of Mr. Moore's 
Poetical Works, and a Vignette by D. Maclise, R.A. 16mo. 6*. cloth i 12*. M. bound in 
smooth morocco, by Hayday.-— Or in foolscap 8vo.with Vignette by Corbould, 10s. cloth j 
bound in morocco, 18*. M. 

MOORE'S IRISH MELODIES. 

Illustrated by D. Maclise, R.A. New and cheaper Edition, with 161 Designs, and the 
whole of the Letter-press engraved on Steel, by F. P. Becker. Super royal dvo. 81*. 64. 
cloth ; bound in morocco, by Hayday, Sf. lis. 6«*. 

••• The Original Edition, in imperial See. 63*. boards ; Morocco, by Hay day, 41. 14*. 6«\ j 
Proofs, 61. 6s. boards,— may still be had. 



MOORE'S LALLA ROOKH: AN ORIENTAL ROMANCE. 

New Edition; with the Autobiographical Preface from the Collective Edition of Mr. Moore'* 
Poetical Works, and a Vignette by D. Maclise, R.A. 16mo. 6*. cloth ; 12*. 6d. bound ia 
smooth morocco, by Hayday.— Or in foolscap 8vo. with 4 Plates by Westall, 10s. 6s? . 
cloth; or 14*. bound in morocco. 

MOORE'S LALLA ROOKH: AN ORIENTAL ROMANCE. 

With 13 highly-finished Steel Plates, from Designs bv Corbould, Meadows, and StephanoiT, 
engraved under the superintendence of the late Charles Heath. New Edition. Square 
crown 8vo. 15*. cloth j morocco, 28*.— 4/rw €opiet of the Original Edition, in royal 8t»». 
price On* Guinea, ttill remain. 
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MOSELEY.— ILLUSTRATIONS OF PRACTICAL MECHANICS. 

By the Rev.-H.Moseley, M . A. , Professor -of Natural Philosophy and Astronomy iu King's 
College, London. New Edition. Fcap.Sro. with Wooden u, as. cloth. 

MOSELEY. — THE MECHANICAL PRINCIPLES OF JEN- 

GtNEERlMG AND AACH1XECTURE. By the Be*. HjMoseley, U .A. F .R<S. Sm.34*. 
cloth. 

MOSHEBTS ECCLESIASTICAL HISTORY, 

Ancient and Modem. Translated* with copious Notes, by James Mardock, D.D. Now 
Edition, revised, and continued, by the Her. Henry Sonnies, M.A. 4 toU. 8to. 48». cloth. 

MURE.— A CRITICAL HISTORY OF THE LANGUAGE AND 

LITERATURE OF ANCIENT GREECE. By William Mure, MP., of Caldwell. 8 Tola. 
8to. Sat. cloth. Vol. IV. comprising Historical Literature from the Rise of Pure Compo- 
sition to the Death of Herodotus. 8ro. with Man, price 15*. cloth. 

MURRAY'S ENCYCLOPAEDIA OF GEOGRAPHY: 

Courprisinga complete Description of the Earth: exhibiting Us Relation <to the •flawrenly 
Bodies, lisTbysical Btractaxe, the Natural History of each Country, and f he ■iuilurti j,£om 
inerce, Political Institutions, and Orril and Social State of all Nations. Second J&anaoa ; 
with 82 Maps, and upwards of 1,000 other Wood Engravings. 8ro. 3/. cloth. a 

NEALE.— RISEN FROM THE (RANKS ; 

Or, Conduct wnear Caste. 3»y the Rer. 3trskine Neale, mUA. Rector of Kirton, SnSolk. 
Feap. Bro. {Nearly 1 



NEALE.— THE RICHES THAT BRING NO SORROW. 

By the Rev. Erskine Neale, M.A., Rector of Kirton, Suffolk. Foolscap 8ro. 6#. cloth. 

THE EARTHLY RESTING-PLACES OF THE JUST. 

By the Rev. Erskiue Neale, M.A., Rector of Kirtoa*.fitfsTalk. Soap. 8to. 7s. cloth. 

NEALE.- THE CLOSING SCENE; 

Or, t:brislUnitvandAnttde lH > o outs a st ed in the Last Bean ofRemarkeble Perase*. By the 
iRar. Enkine Neale, . MA ., NawEdJtiom. *2 *ols.fcap.«ro. 6s. each. 

NEWMAN.— DISCOURSES ADDRESSED TO MIXED Con- 
gregations. By John Henry Newman, Priest ofaao^raafsj of BVPhilip Nasi. 6«c«ad 
Edition. 8ro. 12f. cloth. 

LIEUTENANT OSBORNE ARCTIC JOURNAL. 

STRAY LEAVES TROM AN ARCTIC dOURNALs or, Eighteen Months hi the Polar 
Regions in search of Sir John Franklin's Expedition. By Lieut. Phevard Osfeorn, •R.'N., 
Commanding HJf.S.V. Piouter. With Map and Four coloured Plates. Post 8vo. price 
12s. cloth. 

OWEN JONES.— WINGED THOUGHTS. 

A Series of Poems. By Mary Anne *Bacon. With Illustrations x>f Birds, designed by 
E. "L. Bateman. and executed in illuminated printing by Owen Jones. lmnerJal 8ro. 
81t.Cs?. elegantly bound in calf. 

OWEN JONES.— FLO WETt-S AND THEIR KINDRED 

TROUeifTB i A Series of Staosas. Ry'Maty Anne Baron. "With beautiful Illustration, of 
Flowers, designed and printed in jOoleanrs by Owen Oones. Imperial 8ro. 81«. M. elegantly 
woaad in calf. 
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OWEN JONES.— FRUITS JFROM TELE <3AIKREN AND THE 

FIELD. A Santos of-StMuae. »7 lUrr AiweSecou. WW» beanttfnl lUaetsations ,of Fruit, 
-designed and printed iaQoJours <hj> Owen Janet, Ssapwdfel 0to. Bis. Jet. «kfMtigr bound 

OWEN>— LECTURES ON THE -COMPARATIVE ANATOMY 

AND PHYSIOLOGY OF THE INVERTEBRATE ANIMAL*, dottveatd «t 4he Royal 
Gotten of Surgeons in IMS. 'By Richard Owen, F Jt.fi, UnjUadan Profoaaor Jo the College. 
New Edition, corrected. 8vo. with Wooden**. I Jtiewrfcr roomy. 



PROFESSOR OWENS XECTU&E6 ON TAB COMPARATIVE 

ANATOMY AND PHYSIOLOGY of the VERTEBRATE ANIMALS* delivered at. the 
Royal College -of fiwgeoos inlo+UndWio'. V-oJL.1* with Woodcut*. 8»o. 1*4. doth. 



THE COMPLETE WORKS OiF BIAISE PASCAL; 

With M. Villemain's Essay on ^Pascal oonsldered as a Writer. and Mosaliat, profiled to 
Jthe Promitulat Lett** t and the m&aoattaneoM) Jfettaujv. flttaaya* an .£«%<««, and 
__ _ __.__. Addiuoni, from the French .Edition 
of Mous. P ----- . 



EvUeneet of -Christianity, rearranged, erith largp .__. 

. Fsugere. Traoilated from the French, with Memoir, Introduction! to the 
ration* Works, Editorial Notes, and Appendices, by George Pearce, Esq. 8 vols, post 8ro. 



with Portrait, 25*. 6d. cloth. 



Tol. I.-PASCAL'8 PROVINCIAL LETTERS: with M. ViUon»aia',s Eaeej.on Pascal 
prefixed, and a new Memoir. PostSro. Portrait, 8s. 6o*. cloth. » 

Vol. 1I.-THE THOUGHTS ON RELIGION, AND EVIDENCES OF CHRISTIANITY, 
with Additions from original MSS.: tromM. jtangere's iSdUkm. <Poat«ro.tffcsi*'. cloth. 

Tol. 1U.^PA8CNL J 8 MISCELLANEOUS* JRRNIIKG«, CORRfl»«IBBNCE, ©E- 
EACJIBD JDHOUQHTS, «nc . irom.M. f angAnlajBdllioA. 0fj*fc»*a.«*. 6 eVoloth. 






PASHLEY.— PAUPERISM AND JK*0R LAWS. 

By Robert Pashley, M.A., F.C.P.S., One of Her Majesty's Counsel, and late Fellow of 
Trinity College, Cambridge; Author of Travelt in Crete. 8ro. price 10s. 64., cloth. 



CAFTATNPEEfc'S TRATELS 1N1NUBIA.— A BXHE OTBOTOH 

THE NUBIAN DESERT. Ar Captain W.fieei,rR-N . Bo*i-Sro. -efith-n InirtsMar^om 
Cairo to Kordofau, price 6t. cloth. 



PEKEIRA.— A TREATISE ON P-0QD AND DIET: 

With Oboeneatlsmsron the Dieftetieal Regimen su4ud4e« Disordered 8*aftoe«f tfceleHf entire * 
Organ*; and>an Aooonnt of the Dieinriesof some of -the mrtaidnal Mw>ro|inlHaaiiii other 
Establishments for Pimpe-a, . L un atics, Criminals , .Ohttdnaiythe Siok^otc. gyA— v.Bereira, 
M.D.F.R.S., authorof Element) of Materia Mediea. 8to. 16s. cloth. 



FESCHEL'S ELEMENTS OF PHYSK5S. 

Translated from the German, with Notes, by E. "West. With Xiqgrsjns sad 'Woodeuts. 
8 toIs. f cap. 8to. 21s. cloth. 

FETEKBOROUGH.-A MEMOIR OF CHARLES MORDAUNT, 

EARL OF PETERBOROUGH AND MONMOUTH : With Selections from Us Corres- 
pondence. By the Author of Hochelaga and The Conqueit of Canada. ? rots, post Sro. 

[in theprett. 



PHILLIPS'S ELEMENTARY INTRODUCTION TO MINERA- 

LOOY. .ANew<Bditi*n,<»tfth eactenalre AUermtioa».*mi Addhinna,;bytt.a. Beooke, FJ1.8., 
f.Gtfi.; and W..H.MlUe*, M.A..F.R.B., J?Ai.S„ firofeaaorof Mineralogy la the University 
of Cambridge. With numerous Wood Engravings. Koat8vo.f>rJbaettt..cloth. 
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24 NEW W0&K8 AMD NEW EDITI0N8 



PHILLIPS.— FIGURES AND DESCRIPTIONS OF THE PAJLE- 

OZOIC FOSSILS OP CORNWALL. DEVON, and WEST SOMERSET i observed in 
the coarse of the Ordnance Geological Surrey of that District. By John Phillips, FJEU3. 
F.O.S. Svo.withOO Plates, comprising very numerous Figures, 9«. cloth. 

PORTLOCK. — REPORT ON THE GEOLOGY OF THE 

COUNTY OF LONDONDERRY, and of Parts of Tyrone and Fermanagh, examined and 
described voder the Authority of the Master-Generaland Board of Ordnance. By J. E. Port- 
lock .F.R.S. etc. 8to. with 48 Plates, 24*. cloth. 



POWER.— SKETCHES IN NEW ZEALAND, 

with Pen and Pencil. By W. Tyrone Power, D.A.C.G. From a Journal kept In that Coub> 
try, from July 1841 to June 1848. With 8 Plates and 8 Woodcuts. Post 8vo. 12a. cloth. 

THE VADE-MECUM OF FLY-FISHING FOR TROUT: 

Being a complete Practical Treatise on that Branch of the Art of Angling ; with plain and 
copious Instructions for the Manufacture of Artificial Flies. ByG.P.R. Pulman. Third 
Edition, with several Woodcuts. Fcap. 8vo. 8s. cloth . 

PYCROFT.— A COURSE OF ENGLISH READING; 

Adapted to 9very Taste and Capacity. With Literary Anecdotes. By the Rev. James 
Pycroft, B. A., author of Tkt Cetfef ton's Gmidt. New Edition. Fcap. 8vo. at. cloth. 

DR. REECE'S MEDICAL GUIDE: 

For the use of the Clergy, Heads of Families, 8chools, and Junior Medical Practitioners. 
Comprising a complete Modern Dispensatory, and a Practical Treatise on the distinguishing 
Symptoms, Causes, Prevention, Cure, and Palliation of the Diseases Incident to the Human 
Frame. With the latest Discoveries in the different Departments of the Healing Art. 
Materia Medica, etc. Seventeenth Edition, with considerable Additions ; revised and 
corrected by the Author's Son, Dr. Henry Reece, M.R.C.S. etc. 8vo. 12*. cloth. 

RICH.— THE ILLUSTRATED COMPANION TO THE LATIN 

DICTIONARY AND GREEK LEXICON: forming a Glossary of all the Words respecting 
Visible Objects connected with the Arts , Manufactures, and Event-day Life of the Ancients. 
With Representations of nearly Two Thousand Objects from the Antique. By Anthony 
Rich, jun. B.A., Post 8vo. with about 3,000 Woodcuts, 31*. cloth. 

JOURNAL OF A BOAT VOYAGE THROUGH RUPERT'S 

LAND and the Central Arctic Sea, In Search of the Discovery Ships under command of 
Sir John Franklin. With an Appendix on the Physical Geography of North America. By 
Sir John Richardson, C.B..F.R.8., etc., Inspector of Naval Hospitals and Fleets. With 
a coloured Map, several Plates and Woodcuts. 3 vols. 8vo. Sit. M. cloth. 

RIDDLE.— A COPIOUS AND CRITICAL LATIN-ENGLISH 

LEXICON, founded on the German-Latin Dictionaries of Dr. William Freund. By the 
Rev. J. E. Riddle, M.A., of St. Edmund Hall, Oxford. New Edition, with Corrections. 
Post 4to. 8U. 8sT. cloth. 

RIDDLE'S COMPLETE LATIN-ENGLISH AND ENGLISH- 

LAT1N DICTIONARY, for the use of Colleges and Schools. New Edition, revised and 
corrected. 8vo. 31s. cloth. 



' v »5f»«rafefjr{ 



Tnn English- Latin Diotiowabt, price 15#. 
T«« Latin-Enolisi Diction An t, price 7». 



RIDDLE'S DIAMOND LATIN-ENGLISH DICTIONARY : 

A Guide to the Meaning, Quality, and right Accentuation of Latin Classical Words . Now 
Edition. Royal 83m o. 4». bound . 



RIVERS.— THE ROSE AMATEUR'S GUIDE: 

Containing ample Descriptions of all the fine leading varieties of Roses.regularly classed in 
their respective Families; their History and Mode of Cnltvre. By T. Rivers, Jan. Fourth 
Edition, corrected and improved. Foolscap Svo. 6*. cloth. 

ROBINSON'S LEXICON TO THE GREEK TESTAMENT. 

A Greek and English Lexicon of the New Testament. By Edward Robinson, D.D. LL.D. 
Professor of Biblical Literature in the Union Theological Seminary, New York i Author 
of Biblical Researches in Palestine, etc New Edition, revised and in great part re- 
written. 8vo. IBs. cloth. 

ROGERS'S VEGETABLE CULTIVATOR; 

Containing a plain and accurate Description of every species and variety of Culinary Vege- 
tables i with the most approved Modes of Cultivating and Cooking them. New and 
cheaper Edition. Fcap. 8vo. as. cloth. 

ROGERS.— ESSAYS SELECTED FROM CONTRIBUTIONS 

TO THE EDINBURGH REVIEW. By Henry Rogers. 2 vols. 8vo. 84*. cloth. 

ROGET.— THESAURUS of' ENGLISH WORDS and PHRASES 

classified and arranged so as to facilitate the Expression of Ideas and assist in Literary 
Composition. By P. M. Roget, MJ>. ( F.R.S. Second Edition, revised and enlarged. 
Medium 8vo. price 14*. cloth. 

ROWTON (F.)— THE DEBATER: 

Being a Series of complete Debates, Outlines of Debates, and Questions for Discussion. 
With ample references to the best sources of Information upon each particular topic. By 
Frederic Rowton. Second Edition. Foolscap Svo. 6«. cloth. 

ST. JOHN (H.)— THE INDIAN ARCHIPELAGO ; 

Its History and Present State. By Horace St. John, Author of History of ft* British 
Conquests in India, L\fe of Christopher Columbus, etc. 2 vols, post 8vo. price 21s. cloth. 

MR. ST. JOHNS NEW WORK ON EGYPT.— ISIS : 

An Egyptian Pilgrimage. By James Augustus St. John. 2 vols, post 8vo. price 21s. cloth. 

THE SAINTS OUR EXAMPLE. 

By the Author of Letters to My Unknown Friends, Letters on Happiness, etc. Fcap. Svo . 
price 7s, cloth. 

SIR EDWARD SEAWARD'S NARRATIVE OF HIS SHIP- 

WRECK, and consequent Discovery of certain Islands in the Caribbean Seat with a 
* Detail of many extraordinary and highly Interesting Events in his Life, from 1738 to 1749, 
as written in his own Diary. Edited by Jane Porter. Third Edition, 2 vols, post 8vo. 
2U. cloth.— Also an Abridgement, in 16mo. price Half-a-Crown. 

SELF-DENIAL THE PREPARATION FOR EASTER. 

By the Author of Letters to My Unknown Friends, Foolscap 8vo. price 2#. M. cloth. 

SEWELL.— AMY HERBERT. 

By a Lady. Edited by the Rev. William Sewell, B.D., Fellow and Tutor of Exeter Col- 
lege , Oxford . New Edition, complete in One volume. Foolscap 8vo. price «#. cloth. 

SEWELL.— THE EARL'S DAUGHTER. 

By the Author of Amy Herbert. Edited by the Rev. W. Sewell. B.D. 2 vols. fcap. Svo. 9s. 
cloth. 
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SOUTHETS SELECT WORKS OF THE BRITISH POETS, 

STEEL'S SHIPMASTER'S ASSISTANT, 

STEPHEN.— LECTURES ON THE HISTORY OF FRANCE. 

li ' ■■■ .'■:'..,■-■■.■-. ■'.-., ;■(■-,' |.,;V...C • -i,-,. ■ ((,■(-,. .■■! 

... ,..1.1-1 „/«,.. tr ..- 11- .— i-i ,.' ..:,.(,■ ....' i..i .1 ■. -.1 r- f. -.f* ,,-,.„!-, ill. .:...,., 

I III" ' I r. „. .1 ,..,...,. ,.■.„: , 

STEPHEN-ESSAYS IN ECCLESIASTICAL BIOGRAPHY. 



si un^r.ANn-.i.i; i;\.\r. >n- ,\ Ynv.v;i-. in u,uri\"s 
SWAIN. -ENGLISH MELODIES. 



TATE. — EXERCISES ON MECHANICS AND NATURAL 
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TATE— THE PRINCIPLES OF MECHANICAL PHILOSOPHY 

APPLIED TO INDUSTRIAL MECHANICS. Forming a Sequel to the Author's Bmerciset 
•m Mechanics and Natural Philosophy. By Thomas Tate, F.R.A.8., of Kneller (Training 
College, Twickenham. With about KJO Wood Engravings. 8vo. price 10*. M. cloth . 

TATE.— ON THE STRENGTH OF MATERIALS: 

Containing rations original and useful Formal*, specially applied to Tubular Bridges, 
Wrought iron and Cast Iron Beams, etc. By Thomas Tate, F.R.A.S. 8vo. 6«. 6a\ cloth. 

TAYLER.— MARGARET; OR, THE PEARL. 

By the Rev. Charles B. Taylor, M.A. New Edition. Foolscap 8vo. U. cloth. 

TAYLER.— LADY MARY; OR, NOT OF THE WORLD. 



By the Rev. Charles B. Tayler, M.A. New .Edition. Foolscap 8vo. with Frontispiece 
ttd. cloth. 
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TAYLOR.— THE AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF B. R. HAYDON, 

Historical Painter. Edited, and coutinued to the time of his Death, from his own Journals, 
by Tom Taylor, M.A. of the Inner Temple, Esq. > late Fellow of Trinity College, Cam* 
bridge » and late Professor of the English Language and Literature in University College, 
London. 8 vols, post 8vo. {In the prats, 

TAYLOR— WESLEY AND METHODISM. 

By Isaac Taylor. With a Portrait of Wesley. Post 8? o. lO*. 64. cloth. 

«* All the characteristics of early Methodism are analysed fa the present volume with a dis- 
crimination, and described with a clearness, such as we might empect from the philosophieal 

and eloquent author of the Natural History of Enthusiasm Of the Methodism 

o/ the eighteenth century, the corporeal part remains in the Weslepan Connemion t the soul 
of it, while partly animating that body, was transfused into all Christian Churches. How 
that great movement became a starting-point tn our modern history, and how it was the 
source of what is the most characteristic of the present, time, as contrasted with the corres- 
ponding period of last century, not in religion only, but in general tone of national feeling, 
and manners, and literature, Mr. Taylor ably shews.'* Literary Gazette. 

TAYLOR— LOYOLA: AND JESUITISM 

In its Rudiments. By Isaac Taylor. With medallion Portrait. Post Sro. 10*. 6d. cloth 

THIRLWALL.— THE HISTORY OF GREECE. 

By the Right Rev. the Lord Bishop of St. David's, (the Rev. Connop Thirlwall) . An lm- 

J roved Library Edition ; with Maps. 8 vols. 41. 14s. cloth.— Also, an Edition in 8 vols. fcap. 
vo. with Vignette Titles, If. 8s. cloth. 

HISTORY OF GREECE, FROM THE EARLIEST TIME 

TO THR TAKING OP CORINTH BY THE ROMANS, B.C. 146, mainly based upon 
Bishop Thiriwall's History of Greece. By Dr. Leonhard Schmits, F.R.S.E., Rector of the 
High School of Edinburgh. Second Edition. 12mo. 7«. 6rf. cloth.. 

THOMAS'S MODERN PRACTICE OF PHYSIC: 

Exhibiting the Symptoms, Causes, Prognostics. Morbid Appearances, and Treatment of the 
Diseases of All Climates. Eleventh Edition, thoroughly revised, corrected, and to a con- 
siderable extent rewritten, by Algernon Frampton, M.D., Physician to the London Hos- 
Eital : assisted by Herbert Davies, M.D., Physician to the London Hospital ; N. Parker* 
I.D., Assistant-Physician to the London Hospital ; G. Crltchett, F.R.C.S., Senior Assist. 
ant-Surgeon to the London Hospital ; J. Wordsworth, F.R.C.S., Assistant- Surgeon to the 
London Hospital t Henry Powell, M D., Edinburgh ; andH. Letheby, M.D., Lecturer on 
Chemistry and Toxicology in the London; Hospital Medical School. 2 vols. 8vo. price 28#. 
cloth. 

THOMSON'S SEASONS. 

Edited by Bolton Corney, Esq. Illustrated with Seventy*seven Designs drawn on Woed by 
the Members of the Etching Club. Engraved by Thompson and other eminent Engravers. 
Square crown 8vo. 21s. cloth; bound In morocco, by Heyday, 36*. 



i: 



30 NEW WOBMt ajtd NBW EDiTKHf* 



THOMSOfTS TABLES OF INTEREST,. 

At Three, Foot, Fous-aad>a«eia*I, awdi Flw* pet Cent^ f»m One Bowed to Tim Thoaaaad, 
aad fran 1 to 186 Bare* ia. arensaaproevessioa. of {Kagi«Dar»t with- Ins— eat at ail the 
•hove Rates, from One to Twelve Moataav and. frees Oae to Tea Yeersv Alan* Tables 
shewing the Exchange on Bills, etc. etc. New Edition. 13mo. 8*. boand. 

THE THUMB BIBLE; 

Or, Verbum Hempiternum. By J. Taylor. Being an Epitome of the Old and New Testa- 
ments in English Verse. New Edition, printed from the Edition of 1683, by C. Whltting. 
ham, Chiswick. Mmo.b.oa^boand and clasped. 



TOMLINE'S INTRODUCTION TO THE STUDY OF THE 

BIBLE- 1 Being the First Volume of the Elements- of Cnrlstinn Theology; coatafaimj 
Proofs of the A«tben*letey and l aaa iia slon of the NbUSvriptvres; s Summary of taw Hlktcey 
of tbe Jew»i an Account of the Jewish Sects ; and a brief Statement of the Ceacteataaf the 
several Books of the Old Testament. .New Edition. Foolscap 8vo. S«. 6rf. cloth. 

TOWNSEND^MODERN STATE TRIALS. 

Revised and illustrated wftfc Essay* satd Note*. By William Cnarles Townsead, Esq. 
M JL. Q.C 2 vols. 8to. 90s. cloth. 



TOWNSEND.— THE LTYES OF TWELTE EMINENT 

JUDGES OF THE. LAST AND OF THB- PftEftBWF GEMTUBY. Bjp W. 
Toweussad, BsqtpMJLjCfcfi. S*ale. 8w*. SAst datbv 



TURNER— THE SACRED HISTORY OF THE WORLD, 

Attempted tobe Philoseoaieall* considered, la a Series of Letters to a Son. By Saaraa 
Turner, F.8.A. and R.A.8.L. Eighth. EditieavediSad by toe Rev. Sydney Tonnes, aval*. 
post 8to. 31«. 6d. cloth. 



TURNER.— A NEW EDITION OF SHARON TURNER'S 

HISTORY OF ENGLAND DURING THE MIDDLE AGKS: Comprisingtbe Reigns from 
William tbe Conqueror to the Accession of Henry V1IX. 4 vols. 8»o. [ JshftojNreav 



TURNER— THE HISTORY OF THE ANGLO-SAXONS, 

From the Rarliest Period to the Norman Conquest. By Sharon Turner, F.R.S. and R.A.SX. 
The Seventh Edition. 8Tobn8rcs36j.cletlr.. 



TURTON'S MANUAL OF THE LAND AND FRESH WATER 

SHELLS OF THE BRITISH ISLANDS. New Edition, with Additions. By John Edward 
Gray. Post 8vo. with Woodcuts, and 12 coloured Plates 15s . cloth . 



URE. — DICTIONARY OF ARTS, MANUFACTURES* AND 

MINES : Containing a clear Exposition- of their Principles and Practise. By Andrew Ure, 
M.l). P.R.S. M'.G.SlM'vA.S.Loud., Nl-Acad'. N.S.Phliad.; 9. PluSoc.N. Genn.Haaor.; 
Mullii, ere. etcr. 3d Rdttleu, corrected. 8ro. with 1,241 Woodcuts-. 50*. cioth.—Also 
SUPPLEMENT OP RrBCENT'iM«W)VHMEI4TS-. 2dEdkian. 8vo;14».croth. 

WATERTON.— ESSAYS ON NATURAL HISTORY, 

Chiefly Ornithology. By Charles Waterton r Esq, author of Wandering* tw South Amtriem 
With an Autobiography of the Author, and Views of Walton Hall. New Editions. 2 vols, 
foolscap 8vo. 10s. cloth^-SejmtwfcrfiP-Voi. U (Pisat Series),. 5s. 64. Vok IL (Second 
series), 4«. 6e. 



» 



rUBUSKBD BY IftM SBB. LQNGMA2F AMD- C(k 



31 



THE TRAVELLERS LIBRARY, 

i of PaWlcattoa tsv Pants a*. One ShUUna) an&toVolismaa price. Half .a-Cr own each. 



Cbmpritiirg beoke>of **h*e»la isrfotwsasion and Khno*4edaed. merit,, in a fom adapted for 
reading wfcile Trarvttiac, and of wehatwacer thattwill reader them worth* of preservation ; 

Bot thi price of weden fas t * .- — ..*•—.._ 
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WARR1W HASTINGS, 
ton Macaulay. Prie* Onw&Hlinm, 

LORD CUT1. By Tnoma* BM>ta|tMi 
Macaulay. PYicrOneShiltinfi 

•»• Mr. M acaulay's Two Essays on Warren 
Hillings and Lord dire may be had in One 
Volume, price Half-a-Crowu. 

WILLIAM PITT, EARL of CWATrTAM. 
B7 Thoma* Babington Macaulay. Prlee* 
One Shilling. 

RANKE'S HISTORY OF THE POPES. 
And GLADSTONE ON CHURCH AND 
STATE. Bjr TBomas Babington Haeaulay. 
Price One Shilling. 

•.* Mr. Maeaulay'a Essays on William Pitt, 
Ranke's History of the Popes, and Gladstone 
Ok Ctairclt and Sttotey may be had in One 
Volume* piice Half-a-Crown. 

THE LIFE AND WRfTTNGfrOF'AaDIMINw 
And; HORACE WALP04.aV By Thomas* 
Babington Macaulay. Price One Shilling. 

LORD BACON. By Thomas Babington 
Macaulay. Price One Shilling. 

•»• Mr. Macaulay's Three Essays on Addi- 
son, Hnrat-e Walpole, and Lord Bkcon, may 
be had in One Volume, price Half-a-Crown. 

LORDBYROY. And, TMECOMfC DRAMA- 
TISTS of the RESTORATION. Br Thomas 
Babington Macaulay. •Price One Smiling. 

LORDJEEFRRY'S TWO ESSAYS on SWIFT 
and RICHARDSON. Price One Shilling. 

THE AUSTRALIAN COLONIES: their 
Origin and Present Condition* By William 
Hughes, F.R.G.S. Two Parts* prioe Ota* 
Shilling each ; or in One Volume, price 
Hali-a- Crown. 

LONDON IN 1850 and 1851. By J. R.M'Cul- 
loch, Esq. Price One Shilling. 

MR. ». LAING'S JOURNAL OF A RESI- 
DENCE IN NORWAY. Two Parts, price 
One Shilling each; or in One Volume, price 
Half-a-Crown. 

BOTHSN, or, Trace* of Travel brought 
Home- front the East*. Two Parmv price doe; 
ShUlims esjch ; or in> Oae Volumey price 
Hnlf-a-Crowni 

I DA PFEIFFKR'S LADY'S VOYAGE ROUND 
_TRR WORLD. Two Parts, price One 
Shilling each; or in One Volume, price 
_ Half a. Crown. 



HUG'S TRAVELS 1BI TA&Tftllffl TnttBftT, 
and CHINA. Two Partsyprice One SbUling 
each; La One Volume, price Hatf-svCiown. 



MMBBON*&tKETGBBS isvCANADA 
and RAMBLES amen* the RKU MEN. 
Two Parts, price One Shilling each j or in 
One Volume, price Half-a-Crown. 

WRR9fE>Sf AFRICAN WANDKartfGS. 
Two Parts,, prlee. One. Shilling, each, i or in 
One Volu»« > .price.Hol*».Ciwwu. 

J EHRMANN'S PICTURES from ST. 
PETERSBURG. Two Parts, price One 
Shilling: each j of in One Volume* ncice 
Haifra-Caoam.. ~ 

MEMOIRS oft at MrUTBE. D/ARMa»; or 
Eighteen Months at St. Petersburg. By 
Alexander Dumas. Two Parts, One Shil- 
ling* eaeh-| or itt>Oa«. Volume,, priee Helf-a* 
Crowtr. 

SFR' EDWA RD-SB AWARD'S NAWRtATIVE 
of hi* SH1VWRBCH. Abridged from the 
Utf Edition of the Original. Two Parts, 
One Shilling each ; or in One Volume, price 
Half-a-Crown. 

BRITTANY and tbwBULS^ wdth AmaarJrs 
ou the French People aad>their Aflaire. By 
LHfcpc. Price One Shilling. 

RANKE'S FERDINAND the FIRST and 
M AXI MILI AN the SECOND of AUSTRIA. 
Price One StnMixg* 

MBEMOIR of the DUKE off WBLtl*»TON. 
Reprinted by permission from' Tkr Timet 
Newspaper. Price One 811111107. 

THE LEIPSIC CAMPAIGN. By the Rev. 
G. R. GieiK BAA. Two Parts» One Shilling 
each ; or in One Volume, price Half a- 
Crown. 

THOMAS HOLCROFTS MEMOIRS. Re- 
printed (1853)'. Two Parts, price One 
Shilling each ; or in One Volume, price 
Half-a-Crown* 

LORD CARLISLE'S' LECTURES AND 
ADDRESSES. Price One Shilling. 

THE NATURAL HISTORY of CREATION. 
By f . Lindley Kemaj MJX Price/ One 
Shilling. 

EUtCTRICTTT arid the ELECTRIC TELE- 
GftAPH r ete. ByDax. George Wilson. Price 
Oae ShlUbig, 

SIR ROGER DE COVERLEY. From the 
Spectator. With Notes and Illustrations 
by W. H . Wills. Price One Shilling. 
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ALARIC WATTS'S POETRY AND PAINTING.— LYRICS OF 

THE HEART » with other Poems. By Alvie A. Wtttt. With Forty-one highly finished 
Line Engravings, executed cxpresslv for this work or the most eminent Painters and 
Engraven. Square crowa 8vo. price Sit. fid. boards, or 41a. bound In aMrocco by Hayday. 
Proof Impressions, 68*. boards.— Plala Proofs, 41 Plates, demy 4to. (only 100 copies 
priated] it. 1*. in portfolio ; ladia Proofs before letters, colombier 4to. (only fiO copies 
printed), if. is. is portfolio. 



WEBSTER AND PARKES'S ENCYCLOPEDIA OF DOMESTIC 



ECONOMY i Comprising sach subjects as are most immediately connected with House- 
~ " ' m of Domestic Edifices, with the "" ' " — 

gtoem— A Description of the various A 
the Nature of their Materials— Duties of Servants, etc. etc. New Edition. 8to. with nearly 



keeping i as, The Construction of Domestic Edifices, with the Modes of Warming, 

~ twitk 



Ventilating, and Lighting them— A Description of the various Articles of Furnitnre 
the Nature of their Material "* "* 

MOO Woodeota.Ms. cloth. 



WHEATLEY.— THE ROD AND LINE; 

Or, Practical Hints and Dainty Devices for the sure taking of Trout, Grayling, etc. By 
Hewstt Wheatley, Esq., Senior Angler. Foolscap 8vo. with 9 coloured Plates, 10s. 6d. cloth. 

LADY WILLOUGHBTS DIARY. 

Printed, ornamented, and bound in the style of the period to which The Diary refers (1685 
to 1608). New Edition ; in Two Parts. Square foolscap 8vo. 8a. each, boards j or 18s. each, 
bound la morocco by Ha/day. 

WILMOT'S ABRIDGMENT OF BLACKSTONE'S COMMEN- 
TARIES ON THE LAWS OF ENGLAND, intended for the use of Young Persons, and 
comprised in a series of Letters from a Father to his Daughter. A New Edition, corrected 
and brought down to the present day. by Sir John E. Eardley WUmot, Bart., Barrister- 
at Law, Recorder of Warwick j and inkcribed, by permission, to H.RJI. the Princess 
loyal. 12sso. price 6s. 64. cloth. 

WOOD'S ELEMENTS OF ALGEBRA, 

Designed for the use of Students in the University. Fourteenth Edition, revised and 
enlarged, by Thomas Lund, B.D. late Fellow of Sadlerian Lecturer of St. John's College, 
Cambridge. 8vo. price 12*. 6d. cloth. 

LUND'S COMPANION TO WOOD'S ALGEBRA: 

Containing Solutions of various Questions and Problems ; and forming a Key to the chief 
Difficulties found in the Collection of Examples appended to Wood's Algebra. Second 
Edition , enlarged. Post 8vo. price 6s. cloth. 

YOUATT— THE HORSE. 

By William Youatt. With a Treatise of Draught. A New Edition; with numerous Wood 
Engravings from Designs by William Harvey. 8vo. 10*. cloth. 

* # * Meurt. Longman and Co.'s Edition should be ordered. 

YOUATT.— THE DOG. 

Bv William Youatt. A New Edition; with numerous Wood Engravings from Designs by 
William Harvey. 8vo. 6s. cloth. 

ZUMPT'S LARGER GRAMMAR OF THE LATIN LANGUAGE. 

Translated and adapted to the use of the English Students, by Dr. L. Schmlts. Rector of the 
High School Edinburgh: with nunerous Additions and Corrections by the Author and 
Translator. The Third Edition, thoroughly revised; to which is added, an Index (by the 
Rev. J. T. White, M.A.) of h!1 the Passsges of Latin ^Authors referred to and explained 
in the Grammar. 8vo. price 14s. cloth. , 

fjrare* 31,1868. 
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